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THE BOOK OF SNOBS 

When a student at Cambridge, Thackeray contributed 
to a short-lived little periodical, TTie Snob : a Literary 
^nd Scientific Journal^ not conducted by Members of the 
University (April — ^June 1829); it has been suggested 
that he was probably its originator and the bestower of 
its name. It was seventeen years later that he revived 
the term with such lasting effect, when on February 
28, 1846, there appeared some ' prefatory remarks ' by 
way of introduction to a study of The Snobs of England. 
By One of Themselves/ Thenceforward week by week 
different species of the genus Snob — a genus which 
Thackeray made almost as comprehensive as the genus 
km — were sketched in the pages of Punch. The 
articles were immediately popular, and the author con- 
tinued the theme for fifty-three weeks, the last of the 
papers appearing on February 27, 1847, ^^ ^^^^ ^^^ Snobs 
just overlapped with Vanity Fair^ the first monthly part 
of which had been issued in January. The Snobs of 
England had an instant effect on the circulation of 
funchj and Thackeray was not unnaturally elated, and 
not unwilling to speak of his success. In Dr. Thomas 
Gordon Hake's Memoirs we learn that Thackeray and 

George Borrow met at the * time that Thackeray had 

vii 
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made money by lectures on the Satirists.' ... He 
approached Borrow, who, however, received him very 
dryly. As a last attempt to get up a conversation with 
him, he said, *Have you read my **Snob Papers" in 
Punch ?' 'In Punch ? It is a periodical I never look 
at.' It is surprising that Thackeray did not sketch the 
scene for one of his Author*s Mtseries series of illustra- 
tions. Dr. Hake's memory must have been in part at 
fault when he recorded this anecdote, for the 'Snob 
Papers' were running in Punch in 1 846-7, and Thack- 
erary did not give his lectures on the English Humour- 
ists until 1 85 1. 

In 1848 The Snobs of England vr^x^ collected into a 
volume and published, in a green pictorial cover, as The 
Bookof Snobs. ChaptersXVII. to XXIII. of the serial issue 
were not given in the volume, the author accounting for 
their absence in the following explanatory note : ' On 
re-perusing these papers, I have found them so stupid, so 
personal, so snobbish — in a word — that I have withdrawn 
them from this collection.' In some recent editions these 
chapters have been restored, and they are given here. 
In May 1848 Thackeray contributed two topical 'Snob 
Papers ' to Punchy viz., ' On the New Forward Move- 
ment, a Letter from our old friend Mr. Snob to Mr. 
Joseph Hume' (Vol. XIV. p. 207), and 'Mr. Snob's 
Remonstrance with Mr. Smith' (Vol. XIX. p. 217). 

Although Thackeray's name soon became associated 
with the articles on The Snobs of England, some readers at 
first seem to have thought them the work of Douglas 
Jerrold. I have before me a letter from the Hon. Mrs. 
Norton thanking my grand fether for a copy of his 
Chronicles of Clovernook ; although undated, the letter was 
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obviously written in the latter half of May 1846, and in 
the course of it Mrs. Norton said, — 

' Do you not mean to have a Punch-^^W at the Duke 
of Buckingham's conduct in the matter of his daughter's 
marriage. The daughter is six-and-twenty ; the man 
she has chosen, a gentleman in every sense of the word, 
of an old family and rich ; no possible objection but 
that he has no title. The couple go to be married, and 
the Duke pulls his daughter away by main force from 
the vestry ; the clergyman, who ought to have married 
them, so overcome by the Ducal arrival that he will not 
perform the service at all : by which means other 
couples, who are totally disconnected with Dukes, are 
disappointed of their rightful union. I like very much 
(nevertheless) the article on Clerical Snobs, which 
reminded me of Charles Lamb's essays of £lia.' 

Whether this letter was shown to Thackeray or not 
I am unable to say, but its subject was the subject of 
the second paper on Clerical Snobs (Chapter XII.). 

The Dr. L of Chapter IV. was Charles Lever, 

the novelist, who was at one time in practice at Brussels. 
The * Thomas of Finsbury' of Chapter XXI. was 
Thomas Slingsby Dun combe, Member of Parliament for 
Finsbury from 1834 until his death in i86i. 

Mr. M. H. Spielmann, in his History of Punchy says that 
Thackeray, ^in order to impart local colour to his 
chapters on the Club Snob, with characteristic shrewd- 
ness obtained an introduction from Mr. Hampton, the 
Secretary of the Conservative Club, to the Secretaries of 
the Reform and the Athenaeum, and begged their per- 
missions to inspect their complaint books — a fact which 
has not before been recorded ; and from them he gained 
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such an insight into the filings of the snobbish clubman, 
that that portion of the work is unsurpassed for its truth 
to life.' 

Ten years after the Snobs had helped him to a wide 
popularity, the author, in conversation with the American 
historian Motley, declared that he hated the Book of 
Snobs and could not read a word of it. 

A few years ago a commentary on this work was 
published for the use of Danish students of the English 
language. 



COX'S DIARY 

This originally appeared as Barber Cox and the 
Cutting of His Comb in the Comic Almanack for 1840. It 
was accompanied by a dozen illustrations by George 
Cruikshank. When reprinted in the first volume of 
Thackeray's Miscellanies^ ^855, the story was re-named 
Cox*s Diary. 

CHARACTER SKETCHES 

These three papers appeared originally in Heads of the 
People : or Portraits of the English^ a work for which 
Kenny Meadows designed a series of illustrations to ac- 
company articles written by various authors, and edited 
by Douglas Jerrold. The first volume was issued in the 
autumn of 1839, dated for 1840, and included ^ Captain 
Rook and Mr. Pigeon : William Thackery,' (sic). The 
second volume, which was published a year later, in- 
cluded, * The Fashionable Authoress : William Thackeray,' 
and * The Artists : Michael Angelo Titmarsh.' Captain 
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Rook and Mr. Pigeon appeared also in the New York 
Corsair for September 28, 1839. 

The three * Sketches' were first reprinted in the 
second volume of Thackeray's Miscellanies in 1856. 



A LITTLE DINNER AT TIMMINS'S 

The first chapter of A Little Dinner at Timmins*s 
appeared in Punch of May 27, 1848, without any 
indication of its being a serial, and so it continued 
throughout June and July. The author himself supplied 
the illustrations. It was reprinted in the third volume 
of Miscellanies in 1856. 

TALES 

' The Professor : a Tale, By Gk)liah Gahagan/ appeared 
originally in Bent ley* s Miscellany for September 1837, and 
was apparently Thackeray's only contribution to that 
magazine. It was reprinted in the 1841 collection of 
Comic Tales and Sketches, 

* Bluebeard's Ghost : By M. A. Titmarsh,' was first 
printed in Fraser in October 1843, and was not re- 
printed during the author's lifetime. 

W.J. 




PREFATORY REMARKS 

[Tie necessity ef a fVart on Snobs, demanslrattd from 
Hiitery^ and proved by felicitous illustratiam : — / am the 
wdtvidual destined to write that work — My vocation it 
oitmuneed in terms of great eloquence — / show that the world 
has been gradually preparing itself for the work and the 
HAN — Snobs are to be studied tike other objects of Natural 
Science, and are a part of the Beautiful (with a large B) — 
They pervade all classes — Affecting instance ef Colonel 
Satbley.'] 

We have ail read a sutcment (the authenticity of which 
I take leave to doubt entirely, for upon what calculations, 
I should like to know, is it founded i) — we have all, I 
Py, been favoured by perusing a. remark, that when the 
met and necessities of the world call lor a Man, that 
jiiiiTidual is found. Thus at the French Revolution 
[which the reader will be pleased to have introduced so 
3 
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early )) when it was requisite to administer a correct 
dose to the nation, Robespierre was found ; a most i 
and nauseous dose indeed, and swallowed eagerly by 
patient, greatly to the latter's ultimate advantage : tl 
when it became necessary to kick John Bull oui 
America, Mr. Washington stepped forward, and ] 
formed that job to satis^tion : thus, when the Ear 
Aldborough was unwell, Professor HoUoway appea 
with his pills, and cured his lordship, as per advert 
ment, &c. &c. Numberless instances might be addu 
to show that when a nation is in great want, the reli< 
at hand; just as in the Pantomime (that microcos 
where when Clown wants anything — a warming-pa 
pump-handle, a goose, or a lady's tippet — a fellow co 
sauntering out from behind the side-scenes with the i 
article in question. 

Again, when men commence an undertaking, t 
always are prepared to show that the absolute necess 
of the world demanded its completion. — Say it is a 
road : the directors begin by stating that ' A n 
intimate communication between Bathershins 
Derrynane Beg is necessary for the advancemen 
civilisation, and demanded by the multitudinous accis 
tions of the great Irish people.' Or suppose it 
newspaper : the prospectus states that ' At a time v 
the Church is in danger, threatened from withou 
savage fanaticism and miscreant unbelief, and un 
mined firom within by dangerous Jesuitism and sui 
Schism, a Want has been universally felt — a suffi 
people has looked abroad — for an Ecclesiastical Chara 
and Guardian. A body of Prelates and Gentlemen 
therefore stepped forward in this our hour of danger, 
determined on establishing the Beadle newspaper,' 
&c. One or other of these points at least is in 
trovertible : the public wants a thing, therefore 
supplied with it ; or the public is suppUed with a t! 
therefore it wants it. 
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I have long gone about with a conviction on my mind 
that I had a work to do— a Work, if you like, with a 
great W ; a Purpose to fulfil ; a Chasm to leap into, 
like Curtius, horse and foot ; a Great Social Evil to 
Discover and to Remedy. That Conviction Has 
Pursued me for Years. It has Dogged me in the Busy 
Street ; Seated Itself By Me in The Lonely Study ; 
Jogged My Elbow as it Lifted the Wine-cup at The 
Festive Board ; Pursued me through the Maze of Rotten 
Row ; Followed me in Far Lands. On Brighton's 
Shingly Beach, or Margate's Sand, the Voice Outpiped 
the Roaring of the Sea ; it Nestles in my Nightcap, and 
It Whispers, ' Wake, Slumberer, thy Work Is Not Yet 
Done.' Last Year, By Moonlight, in the Colosseum, 
the Little Sedulous Voice Came To Me and Said, ^ Smith, 
or Jones' (The Writer's Name is Neither Here nor 
There), * Smith or Jones, my fine fellow, this is all very 
well, but you ought to be at home writing your great 
work on SNOBS.' 

When a man has this sort of vocation it is all nonsense 
attempting to elude it. He must speak out to the 
nations ; he must unbusm himself, as Jeames would say, 
or choke and die. ^Mark to yourself,' I have often 
mentally exclaimed to your humble servant, ' the gradual 
way in which you have been prepared for, and are now led 
by an irresistible necessity to enter upon your great labour. 
First, the World was made : then, as a matter of course. 
Snobs ; they existed for years and years, and were no 
more known than America. But presently, — ingens 
patebat telluSj — the people became darkly aware that there 
was such a race. Not above five-and-twenty years 
since, a name, an expressive monosyllable, arose to 
designate that race. That name has spread over England 
like railroads subsequently; Snobs are known and 
recognised throughout an Empire on which I am 
given to understand the Sun never sets. Pumh ap- 
pears at the ripe season, to chronicle their history : 
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and the individual comes forth to write that history in > 
Punch, 

I have (and for this gift I congratulate myself with a 
Deep and Abiding Thankfulness) an eye for a Snob. If 
the Truthful is the Beautiful, it is Beautiful to study even 
the Snobbish ; to track Snobs through history, as certain 
little dogs in Hampshire hunt out truffles ; to sink shafts 
in society, and come upon rich veins of Snob-ore. 
Snobbishness is like Death in a quotation from Horace, 
which I hope you never have heard, ' beating with equal 
foot at poor men's doors, and kicking at the gates of 
Emperors.' It is a great mistake to judge of Snobs lightly, 
and think they exist among the lower classes merely. 
An immense percentage of Snobs, I believe, is to be found 
in every rank of this mortal life. You must not judge 
hastily or vulgarly of Snobs : to do so shows that you 
are yourself a Snob. I myself have been taken for 
one. 

When I was taking the waters at Bagnigge Wells, 
and living at the ^ Imperial Hotel ' there, there used to 
sit opposite me at breakfast, for a short time, a Snob so 
insufferable that I felt I should never get any benefit of 
the waters so long as he remained. His name was 
Lieutenant - Colonel Snobley, of a certain dragoon 
regiment. He wore japanned boots and moustaches : 
he lisped, drawled, and left the ^r's' out of his words : 
he was always flourishing about, and smoothing his 
lacquered whiskers with a huge flaming bandanna, that 
filled the room with an odour of musk so stifling that I 
determined to do battle with that Snob, and that either 
he or I should quit the Inn. I first began harmless 
conversations with him ; frightening him exceedingly, 
for he did not know what to do when so attacked, and 
had never the slightest notion that anybody would take 
such a liberty with him as to speak Jirst : then I handed 
him the paper : then, as he would take no notice of these 
advances, I used to look him in the face steadily and-* 
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and use my fork in the light of a toothpick. After two 
mornings of this practice, he could bear it no longer, and 
fairly quitted the place. 

Should the Colonel see this, will he remember the Gent 
who asked him if he thought Publicoaler was a fine 
writer, and drove him from the Hotel with a four- 
pronged fork ? 



CHAPTER I 

THB SNOB PLAYFULLY DEALT WITH 

There are relative and positive Snobs. I mean by 
positive such persons as are Snobs everywhere, in all 
companies, from morning till night, from youth to the 
grave, being by Nature endowed with Snobbishness ; 
and others who are Snobs only in certain circumstances 
and relations of life. 

For instance : I once knew a man who committed 
before me an act as atrocious as that which I have indicated 
in the last chapter as performed by me for the purpose of 
disgusting Colonel Snobley ; viz., the using the fork in 
the guise of a toothpick. I once, I say, knew a man 
who, dining in my company at the ^ Europa Coffee- 
house' (opposite the Grand Opera, and, as everybody 
knows, the only decent place for dining at Naples), ate 
peas with the assistance of his knife. He was a person 
with whose society I was greatly pleased at first — indeed, 
we had met in the crater of Mount Vesuvius, and were 
subsequently robbed and held to ransom by brigands in 
Calabria, which is nothing to the purpose — a man of 
great powers, excellent heart, and varied information ; 
but I had never before seen him with a dish of peas, and 
his conduct in regard to them caused me the deepest 
pain. 
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himself by continuing the practice, or his family by 
beholding the example, these lines will not have been 
written in vain. And now, whatever other authors may 
be, I flatter myself it will be allowed that /, at least, 
am a moral man. 

By the way, as some readers are dull of comprehen- 
sion, I may as well say what the moral of this history is. 
The moral is this — Society having ordained certain 
customs, men are bound to obey the law of society, and 
conform to its harmless orders. 

If I should go to the British and Foreign Institute 
(and Heaven forbid I should go under any pretext or in 
any costume whatever) — if I should go to one of the 
tea-parties in a dressing-gown and slippers, and not in 
the usual attire of a gentleman, viz. pumps, a gold waist- 
coat, a crush hat, a sham frill, and a white choker^! 
should be insulting society, and eating peas with my knife. 
Let the porters of the Institute hustle out the individual 
who shall so offend. Such an offender is, as regards 
society, a most emphatical and refractory Snob. It has 
its code and police as well as governments, and he must 
conform who would profit by the decrees set forth for 
their common comfort. 

I am naturally averse to egotism, and hate self- 
laudation consumedl}r: but I can't help relating here a 
circumstance illustrative of the point in question, in 
which I must think I acted with considerable prudence. 

Being at Constantinople a few years since — (on a 
delicate mission), — the Russians were playing a double 
game, between ourselves, and it became necessary on 
our part to employ an extra negotiator — Leckerbiss 
Pasha of Roumelia, then chief Galeongee of the Porte, 
gave a diplomatic banquet at his summer palace at 
Bujukdere. I was on the left of the Galeongee, and the 
Russian agent. Count de DiddlofiF, on his dexter side. 
Diddloff is a dandy who would die of a rose in aromatic 
pain : he had tried to have me assassinated three times 



THE SNOB PLAYFULLY DEALT WITH i! 

in the course of the negotiation ; but of course we were 
friends in public, and saluted each other in the most 
cordial and charming manner. 

The Galeongee is — or was, alas ! for a bowstring has 
done for him — a staunch supporter of the old school of 
Turkish politics. We dined with our fingers, and had 
ftaps of bread for plates ; the only innovation he admitted 
was the use of European liquors, in which he indulged 
with great gusto. He was an enormous eater. 
Amongst the dishes a very large one was placed 
before him of a lamb dressed in its wool, stuiFed with 
prunes, garlic, assafoetida, capsicums, and other condi- 
ments, the most abominable mixture that ever mortal 
smelt or tasted. The Galeongee ate of this hugely ; and 
pursuing the Eastern fashion, insisted on helping his 
friends right and left, and when he came to a particularly 
spicy morsel, would push it with his own hands into his 
guests' very mouths. 

I never shall forget the look of poor Diddloff, when 
his Excellency, rolling up a large quantity of this into 
a ball, and exclaiming, 'Buk Buk' (it is very good), 
administered the horrible bolus to Diddloff. The 
Russian's eyes rolled dreadfully as he received it : he 
swallowed it with a grimace that I thought must 
precede a convulsion, and, seizing a bottle next him, 
which he thought was Sauterne, but which turned out 
to be French brandy, he drank off nearly a pint before 
he knew his error. It finished him : he was carried 
away from the dining-room almost dead, and laid out 
to cool in a summer-house on the Bosphorus. 

When it came to my turn, I took down the condi- 
ment with a smile, said * Bismillah,' licked my lips with 
easy gratification, and, when the next dish was served, 
made up a ball myself so dexterously, and popped it down 
the old Galeongee's mouth with so much grace, that his 
heart was won. Russia was put out of court at once, 
and the Treaty of Kabobanople was signed. As for 
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DiddloiF, all was over with bim : he was recalled to St 
Petersburg, and Sir Roderick Murchison saw him, unde 
the No. 3967, working in the Ural mines. 

The moral of this tale, I need not say, is, that ther 
are many disagreeable things in society which you ar 
bound to take down, and to do so with a smiling face. 



CHAPTER II 

THE SNOB ROYAL 

Long since, at the commencement of the reign of h< 
present Gracious Majesty, it chanced ' on a fair suniinc 
evening,' as Mr. James would say, that three or fox 
young cavaliers were drinking a cup of wine after dinn< 
at the hostelry called the 'King's Arms,' kept b 
Mistress Anderson, in the Royal village of Kensingtoj 
'Twas a balmy evening, and the wayfarers looked out c 
a cheerful scene. The tall elms of the ancient gardei 
were in full leaf, and countless chariots of the nobUity ( 
England whirled by to the neighbouring palace, whej 
princely Sussex (whose income latterly only allowed hi 
to give tea-parties) entertained his Royal niece at a Sta 
banquet. When the caroches of the nobles had set dovi 
their owners at the banquet-hall, their varlets and servito 
came to quaff a flagon of nut-brown ale in the 'Kin^ 
Arms' gardens hard by. We watched these fello\ 
from our lattice. By Saint Boniface, 'twas a rare sighi 
The tulips in Mynheer Van Dunck's gardens \i^e 
not more gorgeous than the liveries of these pie-coat< 
retainers. All the flowers of the field bloomed in tlic 
rufHed bosoms, all the hues of the rainbow gleamed 
their plush breeches, and the long-caned ones walked 1 
and down the garden with that charming solemnity, tli 
delightful quivering swagger of the calves, which h 
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always had a frantic £ucination for us. The walk was 
not wide enough for them as the shoulder-knots strutted 
up and down it in canary, and crimson, and light blue. 

Suddenly, in the midst of their pride, a little bell was 
rung, a side door opened, and (after setting down their 
Royal Mistress) Her Majesty's own crimson footmen, 
with epaulets and black plushes, came in. 

It was pitiable to see the other poor Johns slink off at 
this arrival ! Not one of the honest private Plushes 
could stand up before the Royal Flunkeys. They left 
the walk ; they sneaked into dark holes and drank their 
beer in silence. The Royal Plush kept possession of the 
garden until the Royal Plush dinner was announced, 
when it retired, and we heard from the pavilion where 
they dined, conservative cheers, and speeches, and Kentish 
fires. The other Flunkeys we never saw more. 

My dear Flunkeys, so absurdly conceited at one 
moment and so abject at the next, are but the types of 
their masters in this world. He who meanly admires mean 
things is a Snoh — ^perhaps that is a safe definition of the 
character. 

And this is why I have, with the utmost respect, 
ventured to place The Snob Royal at the head of my list, 
causing all others to give way before him, as the 
Flunkeys before the Royal representative in Kensington 
Gardens. To say of such and such a Gracious Sovereign 
that he is a Snob, is but to say that His Majesty is a man. 
Kings, too, are men and Snobs. In a country where 
Snobs are in the majority, a prime one, surely, cannot 
be unfit to 'govern. With us they have succeeded to 
admiration. 

For instance, James I. was a Snob, and a Scotch Snob, 
than which the world contains no more offensive creature. 
He appears to have had not one of the good qualities of a 
man — ^neither courage, nor generosity, nor honesty, nor 
brains ; but read what the great Divines and Doctors of 
England said about him ! Charles IL, his grandson, 
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was a rogue, but not a Snob ; whilst Louis XIV., his old 
squaretoes of a contemporary, — the great worshipper of 
Bigwiggery — has always struck me as a most undoubted 
ana Royal Snob. 

I will not, however, take instances from our own \^ 
country of Royal Snobs, but refer to a neighbouring 
kingdom, that of Brentford — ^and its monarch, the late 
great and lamented Gorgius IV. With the same humility 
with which the footmen at the ' King's Arms ' gave way 
before the Plush Royal, the aristocracy of the Brentford 
nation bent down and truckled before Gorgius, and 
proclaimed him the first gentleman in Europe. And it's 
a wonder to think what is the gentlefolks' opinion of a 
gentleman, when they gave Gorgius such a title. 

What is it to be a gentleman i Is it to be honest, to 
be gentle, to be generous, to be brave, to be wise, and, 
possessing all these qualities, to exercise them in the 
most graceful outward manner i Ought a gentleman to 
be a loyal son, a true husband, and honest father? 
Ought his life to be decent — ^his bills to be paid — his 
tastes to be high and elegant — his aims in life lofty and 
noble ? In a word, ought not the Biography of a First 
Gentleman in Europe to be of such a nature that it 
might be read in Young Ladies' Schools with advantage, 
and studied with pront in the Seminaries of Young 
Gentlemen ? I put this question to all instructors of 
youth — to Mrs. Ellis and the Women of England ; to all 
Schoolmasters, from Doctor Hawtrey down to Mr. 
Squeers. I conjure up before me an awful tribunal of 
youth and innocence, attended by its venerable instructors 
(like the ten thousand red-cheeked charity-children in 
Saint Paul's), sitting in judgment, and Gorgius pleading 
his cause in the midst. Out of Court, out of Court, fat 
x>ld Florizel I Beadles, turn out that bloated pimple- 

feced man ! If Gorgius must have a statue in the new 

Palace which the Brentford nation is building, it ought 
to be set up in the Flunkeys' Hall. He should be 
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represented cutting out a coat, in which art he is said to 
have excelled. He also invented Maraschino punch, a 
shoe-buckle (this was in the vigour of his youth, and the 
prime force of his invention), and a Chinese pavilion, the 
most hideous building in the world. He could drive a 
four-in-hand very nearly as well as the Brighton coach- 
man, could fence elegantly, and, it is said, played the 
fiddle well. And he smiled with such irresistible fascina- 
tion, that persons who were introduced into his august 
presence became his victims, body and soul, as a rabbit 
becomes the prey of a great big boa-constrictor. 

I would wager that if Mr. Widdicomb were, by a 
revolution, placed on the throne of Brentford, people 
would be equally fascinated by his irresistibly majestic 
smile, and tremble as they knelt down to kiss his hand. 
If he went to Dublin they would erect an obelisk on the 
spot where he first landed, as the Paddy-landers did when 
Gorgius visited them. We have all of us read with 
delight that story of the King's voyage to Haggisland, 
where his presence inspired such a fury of loyalty ; and 
where the most famous man of the country — the Baron 
of Bradwardine — coming on board the Royal yacht, and 
finding a glass out of which Gorgius had drunk, put it 
into his coat-pocket as an inestimable relic, and went 
ashore in his boat again. But the Baron sat down upon 
the glass and broke it, and cut his coat-tails very much $ 
and the inestimable relic was lost to the world for ever. 
noble Bradwardine ! what old-world superstition could 
set you on your knees before such an idol as that ? 

If you want to moralise upon the mutability of 
human afiairs, go and see the figure of Gorgius in his 
real identical robes, at the waxwork. — Admittance one 
shilling. Children and flunkeys sixpence. Go, and 
pay sixpence. 




Last Sunday week, being at church in this city, s 
the service just ended, I heard two Snobs conversi 
about the Parson. One was asking the other who 
clergyman was ? ^ He is Mr. So«and-so,' the second Si 
answered, ^ domestic chaplain to the Earl of What-d' 
call-'im.' ' Oh, is he ? * said the first Snob, with a t 
of indescribable satisfaction. — The Parson's orthodi 
and identity were at once settled in this Snob's m 
He knew no more about the Earl than about 
Chaplain, but he took the latter's character upon 
authority of the former ; and went home quite center 
with his Reverence, like a little truckling Snob. 

This incident gave me more matter for reflection c 
than the sermon : and wonderment at the extent 
prevalence of Lordolatry in this country. What coul 
matter to Snob whether his Reverence were chaplaii 
his Lordship or not ? What Peerage-worship there i 
through this free country. How we are all implic 
in it, and more or less down on our knees. — And ^ 
regard to the great subject on hand, I think that 
influence of the Peerage upon Snobbishness has been c 
remarkable than that of any other institution, 
increase, encouragement, and maintenance of Snobs 
among the ' priceless services,' as Lord John Russell i 
which we owe to the nobility. 

It can't be otherwise. A man becomes c 
mously rich, or he jobs successfully in the aid < 
Minister, or he wins a great battle, or executes a tr^ 
or is a clever lawyer who makes a multitude of fees 
ascends the bench j and the country rewards him 

i6 
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ever with a gold coronet (with more or less balls or 
leaves) and a title and a rank as legislator. ' Your merits 
are so great,' says the nation, * that your children shall 
be allowed to reign over us, in a manner. It does not in 
the least matter that your eldest son be a fool : we think 
your services so remarkable that he shall have the re- 
version of your honours when death vacates your noble 
shoes. If you are poor, we will give you such a sum of 
money as shall enable you and the eldest-born of your 
race for ever to live in fat and splendour. It is our wish 
that there should be a race set apart in this happy 
country, who shall hold the first rank, have the nrst 
prizes and chances in all Government jobs and patronages. 
We cannot make all your dear children Peers — that 
would make Peerage common and crowd the House of 
Lords uncomfortably — but the young ones shall have 
everything a Government can give : they shall get the 
pick of all the places : they shall be Captains and 
Lieutenant-Colonels at nineteen, when hoary-headed old 
Lieutenants are spending thirty years at drill: they 
shall command ships at one-and-twenty, and veterans who 
fought before they were born. And as we are eminently 
a free people, and in order to encourage all men to do 
their duty, we say to any man of any rank — get 
enormously rich, make immense fees as a lawyer, or 
great speeches, or distinguish yourself and win battles 
— and you, even you, shall come into the privil- 
eged class, and your children shall reign naturally over 
ours.' 

How can we help Snobbishness with such a prodigious 
national institution erected for its worship ? How can 
we help cringing to Lords i Flesh and blood can't do 
otherwise. What man can withstand this prodigious 
temptation ? Inspired by what is called a noble emula- 
tion, some people grasp at honours and win them : others, 
too weak or mean, blindly admire and grovel before 
those who have gained them ; others, not being able 

B 
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to acquire them, furiously hate, abuse, and envy. The 
are only a few bland and not-in-the-least-conceit( 
philosophers, who can behold the state of society, vis 
Toadyism, organised : — base Man -and-Mammonworshi 
instituted by command of law : — Snobbishness, in a wor 
perpetuated, — and mark the phenomenon calmly. Ai 
of these calm moralists, is there one, I wonder, who 
heart would not throb with pleasure if he could be se< 
walking arm-in-arm with a couple of dukes down Ps 
Mall ? No : it is impossible, in our condition of societ 
not to be sometimes a Snob. 

On one side it encourages the commoner to 1 

snobbishly mean, and the noble to be snobbishly arrogar 

When a noble Marchioness writes in her travels abo 

the hard necessity under which steamboat travellc 

labour of being brought into contact ^ with all sorts ai 

conditions of people : ' implying that a fellowship wi 

God's creatures is disagreeable to her ladyship, who 

their superior : — when, I say, the Marchioness of — 

writes in this fashion, we must consider that out of h 

natural heart it would have been impossible for ai 

woman to have had such a sentiment; but that t 

habit of truckling and cringing, which all who surroui 

her have adopted towards this beautiful and magnifice 

lady, — this proprietor of so many black and oth 

diamonds, — has really induced her to believe that she 

the superior of the world in general : and that peof 

are not to associate with her except awfully at a distant 

I recollect being once at the city of Grand Caii 

through which a European Royal Prince was passing Ind 

wards. One night at the inn, there was a great distur 

ance : a man had drowned himself in the well hard b] 

all the inhabitants of the hotel icame bustling into t 

court, and amongst others your humble servant, w 

asked of a certain young man the reason of the disturbant 

How was I to know that this young gent was a prino 

He had not his crown and sceptre on : he was dressed 
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a white jacket and felt hat : but he looked surprised at 
anybody speaking to him : answered an unintelligible 
monosyllable, and — beckoned his aide-de-^amp to come and 
speak to me. It is our fault, not that of the great, that 
they should fancy themselves so far above us. If you 
xviil fling yourself under the wheels, Juggernaut will go 
over you, depend upon it : and if you and I, my dear 
friend, had Kotow performed before us every day — found 
people whenever we appeared grovelling in slavish 
adoration, we should drop into the airs of superiority 
quite naturally, and accept the greatness with which the 
world insisted upon endowing us. 

Here is an instance, out of Lord L *s travels, of 

that calm, good-natured, un doubting way in which a 
great man accepts the homage of his inferiors. After 
making some profound and ingenious remarks about the 
town of Brussels, his Lordship says : ^ Staying some days 
at the Hotel de Belle Vue — ^a greatly overrated establish- 
ment, and not nearly so comfortable as the Hotel de 

France — I made acquaintance with Dr. L , the 

physician of the Mission. He was desirous of doing the 
honour of the place to me, and he ordered for us a diner 
en gourmand at the chief restaurateur's, maintaining it 
surpassed the Rocher at Paris. Six or eight partook of 
the entertainment, and we all agreed it was infinitely 
inferior to the Paris display, and much more extravagant. 
So much for the copy.* 

And so much for the gentleman who gave the dinner. 

Dr. L , desirous to do his Lordship * the honour of 

the place,' feasts him with the best victuals money can 
procure — and my Lord finds the entertainment ex- 
travagant and inferior. Extravagant ! it was not ex- 
travagant to him. Inferior ! Mr. L did his best to 

satisfy those noble jaws, and my Lord receives the 
entertainment, and dismisses the giver with a rebuke. 
It is like a three-tailed Pasha grumbling about an 
unsatisfactory backsheesh. 
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But how should it be otherwise in a country wh< 
Lordolatry is part of our creed, and where our chiidi 
are brought up to respect the * Peerage ' as the Englii 
man's second Bible ? 



CHAPTER IV 

THE ' COURT CIRCULAR,' AND ITS INFLUENCE ON SNO 

Example is the best of precepts ; so let us begin wi 
true and authentic story, showing how young aristoci 
snobs are reared, and how early their Snobbishness 
be made to bloom. A beautiful and fashionable lac 
(pardon, gracious madam, that your story should 
made public ; but it is so moral that it ought t< 
known to the universal world) — told me that in 
early youth she had a little acquaintance, who is 
indeed a beautiful and fashionable lady too. In men 
ing Miss Snobky, daughter of Sir Snobby Snobky, w 
presentation at Court caused such a sensation, ne 
say more ? 

When Miss Snobky was so very young as to be i 
nursery regions, and to walk of early mornings i 
James s Park, protected by a French governess 
followed by a huge hirsute flunkey in the canary-col 
livery of the Snobkys, she used occasionally in 
promenades to meet with young Lord Claude Lol 
the Marquis of Sillabub's younger son. In the 
height of the season, from some unexplained caus< 
Snobkys suddenly determined upon leaving town. 
Snobky spoke to her female friend and confi 
' What will poor Claude Lollipop say when he hi 
my absence?' asked the tender-hearted child. 

^ Oh, perhaps he won't hear of it,' ansv^e 
confidante. 
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* My dear^ he will read it in the papers^ replied the 
dear little fashionable rogue of seven years old. She 
knew already her importance, and how all the world of 
England, how all the would-be genteel people, how all 
the silver-fork worshippers, how all the tattle-mongers, 
how all the grocers' ladies, the tailors' ladies, the attorneys' 
and merchants' ladies, and the people living at Clapham 
and Brunswick Square, — who have no more chance of 
consorting with a Snobky than my beloved reader has of 
dining with the Emperor of China — yet watched the 
movements of the Snobkys with interest, and were glad 
to know when they came to London, and left it. 

Here is the account of Miss Snobky's dress, and that 
of her mother. Lady Snobky, from the papers : — 

*MISS SNOBKY 

' Habit de Cour, composed of a yellow nankeen illusion 
dress over a slip of rich pea-green corduroy, trimmed en 
tablier, with bouquets of Brussel sprouts : the body and sleeves 
handsomely trimmed with calimanco, and festooned with a 
pink train and white radishes. Head-dress, carrots and 
lappets. 

* LADY SNOBKY 

*• Costume de Cour, composed of a train of the most superb 
Pekin bandannas, elegantly trimmed with spangles, tinfoil, 
and red-tape. Bodice and under-dress of sky-blue velveteen, 
trimmed with bouffants and noeuds of bell-pulls. Stomacher, a 
muffin. Head-dress, a bird's nest, with a bird of paradise, 
over a rich brass knocker en ferronni^re. This splendid 
costume, by Madame Crinoline, of Regent Street, was the 
object of universal admiration.' 

This is what you read. Oh, Mrs. Ellis ! Oh, 
mothers, daughters, aunts, grandmothers of England, 
this is the sort of writing which is put in the newspapers 
for you ! How can you help being the mothers, 
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daughters, &c., of Snobs, so long as this balderdash is » 
before you f 

You stuff the little rosy foot of a Chinese young la( 
of fashion into a slipper that is about the size of a sal 
cruet, and keep the poor little toes there imprisom 
and twisted up so long that the dwarfishness becom 
irremediable. Later, the foot would not expand to t 
natural size were you to give her a washing-tub for 
shoe, and for all her life she has little feet, and is a cripp! 
Oh, my dear Miss Wiggins, thank your stars that tht 
beautiful feet of yours — (hough I declare when you wi 
they are so small as to be almost invisible — thank yc 
stars that society never so practised upon them ; but lo 
around and sec how many friends of ours in the high 
circles have had their ^nzf'ni so prematurely and hopeles; 
pinched and distorted. 

How can you expect that those poor creatures are 
move naturally when the world and their parents hi 
mutilated them so cruelly ? As long as a Court Circu 
exists, how the deuce arc people whose names : 
chronicled in it ever to believe themselves the equals 
the cringing race which daily reads that abomina 
trash i I believe that ours is the only country in i 
world now where the Court Circular remains . in I 
flourish — where you read, ' This day His Royal Highr 
Prince Pattypan was taken an airing in his go-ca 
' The Princess Pimminy was taken a drive, attended 
her ladies of honour, and accompanied by her doll,* i 
Wc laugh at the solemnity with which Saint Sin 
announces that Sa MajetU se m^dUamente aujourd"! 
Under our very noses the same folly ts daily going 
That wonderful and mysterious man, the author of 
Court Circular, drops in with his budget at the ncwspa 
offices every night. I once asked the editor of a pa 
to allow me to lie in wait and see him, 

I am told that in a kingdom where there is a Gerr 
King-Consort (Portugal it must be, for the Queer 
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that country married a German Prince, who is greatly 
admired and respected by the natives), whenever the 
Consort takes the diversion of shooting among the 
rabbit-warrens of Cintra, or the pheasant-preserves of 
Mafra, he has a keeper to load his guns, as a matter of 
course, and then they are handed to the nobleman, his 
equerry, and the nobleman hands them to the Prince, 
who blazes away — gives back the discharged gun to the 
nobleman, who gives it to the keeper, and so on. But 
the Prince worCt take the gun from the hands of the 
loader^ 

As long as this unnatural and monstrous etiquette 
continues. Snobs there must be. The three persons, 
engaged in this transaction are, for the time being. 
Snobs. 

1. The keeper — the least Snob of all, because he is 
discharging his daily duty ; but he appears here as a 
Snob, that is to say, in a position of debasement, before 
another human being (the Prince), with whom he is only 
allowed to communicate through another party. A free 
Portuguese gamekeeper, who professes himself to be 
unworthy to communicate directly with any person, 
confesses himself to be a Snob. 

2. The nobleman in waiting is a Snob. If it degrades 
the Prince to receive the gun from the gamekeeper, it is 
degrading to the nobleman in waiting to execute that 
service. He acts as a Snob towards the keeper, whom 
he keeps from communication with the Prince — a Snob 
towards the Prince, to whom he pays a degrading 
homage. 

3. The King-Consort of Portugal is a Snob for 
insulting fellow-men in this way. There's no harm in 
his accepting the services of the keeper directly ; but 
indirectly he insults the service performed, and the two 
servants who perform it ; and therefore, I say, respect- 
fully, is a most undoubted, though Royal Sn-b. 
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And then you read in the Diath do Gobirm — * Yester- 
day, His Majesty the King took the diversion of shooting 
in the woods of the Cintra, attended by Colonel the 
Honourable Whiskerando Sombrero. His Majest) 
returned to the Necessidades to lunch, at,' &c. &c. 

Oh ! that Court Circular / once more, I exclaim 
Down with the Court Circular — that engine and pro 
pagator of Snobbishness 1 I promise to subscribe for s 
year to any daily paper that shall come out without \ 
Court Circular — were it the Morning Herald itseli 
When I read that trash, I rise in my wrath ; I feel my 
self disloyal, a regicide, a member of the Calfs Hea< 
Club. The only Court Circular story which ever please* 
me, was that of the King of Spain, who in great par 
was roasted, because there was not time for the Prim 
Minister to command the Lord Chamberlain to desir 
the Grand Gold Stick to order the first page in waitin 
to bid the chief of the flunkeys to request the Housemai 
of Honour to bring up a pail of water to put Hi 
Majesty out. 

I am like the Pasha of three tails, to whom the Sulta 
sends his Court Circular^ the bowstring. 

It chokes me. May its usage be abolished for ever. 




Now let us consider how diiEcult it is even for great 
men to escape from being Snobs. It is very well for the 
reader, whose fine feelings are disgusted by the assertion 
that Kings, Princes, Lords, are Snobs, to say, ^ You are 
confessedly a Snob yourself. In professing to depict 
Snobs, it is only your own ugly mug which you are 
copying with a Narcissus-like conceit and fatuity.' But 
I shall pardon this explosion of ill-temper on the part of 
my constant reader, reflecting upon the misfortune of 
his birth and country. It is impossible for any Briton, 
perhaps, not to be a Snob in some degree. If people 
can be convinced of this fact, an immense point is gained, 
surely. If I have pointed out the disease, let us hope 
that other scientific characters may discover the 
remedy. 

If you, who are a person of the middle ranks of life, 
are a Snob, — you whom nobody flatters particularly ; 
you who have no toadies; you whom no cringing 
flunkeys or shopmen bow out of doors ; you whom the 
policeman tells to move on ; you who are jostled in the 
crowd of this world, and amongst the Snobs our brethren : 
consider how much harder it is for a man to escape who 
has not your advantages, and is all his life long subject 
to adulation ; the butt of meanness : consider how 
difficult it is for the Snob's idol not to be a Snob. 

As I was discoursing with my friend Eugenio in this 
impressive way. Lord Buckram passed us, the son of the 
Marquis of Bagwig, and knocked at the door of the 
fiunily mansion in Ked Lion Square. His noble father 
and mother occupied, as everybody knows, distinguished 
posts in the Courts of late Sovereigns. The Marquis 

25 
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was Lord of the Pantry, and her Ladyship, Lady of \ 
Powder Closet to Queen Charlotte. Buck (as I call hi 
for we are very familiar) gave me a nod as he passed, s 
I proceeded to show Eugenio how it was impossible t 
this nobleman should not be one of ourselves, hav 
been practised upon by Snobs all his life. 

His parents resolved to give him a public educat 
and sent him to school at the earliest possible per 
The Reverend Otto Rose, D.D., Principal of 
Preparatory Academy for young noblemen and ger 
men, Richmond Lodge, took this little Lord in h 
and fell down and worshipped him. He always ir 
duced him to fathers and mothers who came to visit 1 
children at the school. He referred with pride 
pleasure to the most noble the Marquis of Bagwi 
one of the kind friends and patrons of his Seminary, 
made Lord Buckram a bait for such a multiplicii 
pupils, that a new wing was built to Richmond L( 
and thirty-five new little white dimity beds were s 
to the establishment. Mrs. Rose used to take out 
little Lord in the one-horse chaise with her wher 
paid visits, until the Rector's lady and the Surg 
wife almost died with envy. His own son and 
Buckram having been discovered robbing an on 
together, the Doctor flogged his own flesh and 
most unmercifully for leading the young Lord a; 
He parted from him with tears. There was alw; 
letter directed to the Most Noble the Marqi; 
Bagwig, on the Doctor's study table, when any vi 
were received by him. 

At Eton, a great deal of Snobbishness was thr 
out of Lord Buckram, and he was birched with p* 
impartiality. Even there, however, a select bai 
sucking tuft-hunters followed him. Young C 
lent him three-and-twenty brand-new sovereigns c 
his father's bank. Young Snaily did his exercis 
him, and tried ' to know him at home ; ' but ^ 
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Bull licked him in a fight of fifty-five minutes, and he 
was caned several times with great advantage for not 
sufficiently polishing his master Smith's shoes. Boys are 
not all toadies in the morning of life. 

But when he went to the University, crowds of 
toadies sprawled over him. The tutors toadied him. 
The fellows in hall paid him great clumsy compliments. 
The Dean never remarked his absence from Chapel, or 
heard any noise issuing from his rooms. A number of 
respectable young fellows (it is among the respectable, 
the Baker Street class, that Snobbishness flourishes, more 
than among any set of people in England) — a number of 
these clung to him like leeches. There was no end now 
to Croesus's loans of money ; and Buckram couldn't ride 
out with the hounds, but Snaily (a timid creature by 
nature) was in the field, and would take any leap at 
which his friend chose to ride. Young Rose came up 
to the same college, having been kept back for that 
express purpose by his father. He spent a quarter's 
allowance in giving Buckram a single dinner ; but he 
knew there was always pardon for him for extravagance 
in such a cause ; and a ten-pound note always came to 
him from home when he mentioned Buckram's name in 
a letter. What wild visions entered the brains of Mrs. 
Podge and Miss Podge, the wife and daughter of the 
Principal of Lord Buckram's College, I don't know, but 
that reverend old gentleman was too profound a flunkey 
by nature ever for one minute to think that a child of 
his could marry a nobleman. He therefore hastened on 
his daughter's union with Professor Crab. 

When Lord Buckram, after taking his honorary 
degree (for Alma Mater is a Snob, too, and truckles to 
a Lord like the rest) — when Lord Buckram went abroad 
to finish his education, you all know what dangers he 
ran, and what numbers of caps were set at him. Lady 
Leach and her daughters followed him from Paris to 
Rome, and from Rome to Baden-Baden ; Miss Leggitt 
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burst into tears before his face when he announced hi 
determination to quit Naples, and fainted on the neck o 
her mamma ; Captain Macdragon, of Macdragonstown 
county Tipperary, called upon him to ^explene hi 
intintions with respect to his sisther, Miss Amali 
Macdragon, of Macdragonstown,' and proposed to sho< 
him unless he married that spotless and beautiful your 
creature, who was afterwards led to the altar by M 
Muff, at Cheltenham. If perseverance and for 
thousand pounds down could have tempted him. Mi 
Lydia Croesus would certainly have been Lady Buckrai 
Count Towrowski was glad to take her with half t 
money, as all the genteel world knows. 

And now, perhaps, the reader is anxious to kn< 
what sort of a man this is who wounded so many ladi 
hearts, and who has been such a prodigious favoui 
with men. If we were to describe him it would 
personal. Besides, it really does not matter in the \t 
what sort of a man he is, or what his personal quali 
are. 

Suppose he is a young nobleman of a literary turn, ; 
that he published poems ever so foolish and feeble, 
Snobs would purchase thousands of his volumes : 
publishers (who refused my Passion-Flowers, and 
grand Epic at any price) would give him his o 
Suppose he is a nobleman of a jovial turn, and hs 
fancy for wrenching off knockers, frequenting 
shops, and half-murdering policemen : the public 
sympathise good-naturedly with his amusements, 
say he is a hearty honest fellow. Suppose he is fon 
play and the turf, and has a fancy to be a blackleg, 
occasionally condescends to pluck a pigeon at cards : 
public will pardon him, and many honest people 
court him, as they would court a housebreaker i 
happened to be a Lord. Suppose he is an idiot : yei 
the glorious constitution, he is good enough to gover 
Suppose he is an honest, high-minded gentleman : so n 
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the better for himself. But he may be an ass, and yet 
respected ; or a ruffian, and yet be exceedingly popular ; 
or a rogue, and yet excuses will be found for him. 
Snobs will still worship him. Male Snobs will do him 
honour, and females look kindly upon him, however 
hideous he may be. 



CHAPTER VI 

ON SOME RESPECTABLE SNOBS 

Having received a great deal of obloquy for dragging 
monarchs, princes, and the respected nobility into the 
Snob category, I trust to please everybody in the present 
chapter, by stating my firm opinion that it is among the 
respectable classes of this vast and happy empire that the 
greatest profusion of Snobs is to be found. I pace down 
my beloved Baker Street (I am engaged on a life of 
Baker, founder of this celebrated street), I walk in 
Harley Street (where every other house has a hatch- 
ment), Wimpole Street, that is as cheerful as the 
Catacombs — a dingy Mausoleum of the genteel : — I 
rove round Regent's Park, where the plaster is patch- 
ing off the house walls ; where Methodist preachers are 
holding forth to three little children in the green 
enclosures, and pufFy valetudinarians are cantering in 
the solitary mud : — I thread the doubtful zig-zags of 
Mayfair, where Mrs. Kitty Lorimer's brougham may 
be seen drawn up next door to old Lady Lollipops 
belozenged family coach ; — I roam through Belgravia, 
that pale and polite district, where all the inhabitants 
look prim and correct, and the mansions are painted a 
faint whity-brown ; I lose myself in the new squares and 
terraces of the brilliant brand-new Bayswater-and- 
Tyburn- Junction line ; and in one and all of these 
districts the same truth comes across me. I stop before 
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any house at hazard, and say, ^ O house, you are inhabited 
— O knocker, you are knocked at — O undressed flunkey, 
sunning your lazy calves as you lean against the iron 
railings, you are paid — by Snobs.' It is a tremendous 
thought that ; and it is almost suiEcient to drive a 
benevolent mind to madness to think that perhaps there 
is not one in ten of those houses where the * Peerage ' 
does not lie on the drawing-room table. Considering 
the harm that foolish lying book does, I would have all 
the copies of it burned, as the barber burned all Quixote's 
books of humbugging chivalry. 

Look at this grand house in the middle of the square 
The Earl of Loughcorrib lives there : he has fiftj 
thousand a year. A dijeuner dansant given at his hous< 
last week cost, who knows how much ? The meri 
flowers for the room and bouquets for the ladies cost foui 
hundred pounds. That man in drab trousers, comin| 
crying down the steps, is a dun : Lord Loughcorrib ha 
ruined him, and won't see him : that is his Lordshij 
peeping through the blind of his study at him now 
Go thy ways, Loughcorrib : thou art a Snob, a hearties 
pretender, a hypocrite of hospitality ; a rogue who passe 
forged notes upon society ; — but I am growing to^ 
eloquent. 

You see that fine house. No. 23, where a butcher' 
boy is ringing the area-bell. He has three mutton-chop 
in his tray. They are for the dinner of a very diflFeren 
and very respectable family ; for Lady Susan Scrapei 
and her daughters, Miss Scraper and Miss Emily Scrapei 
The domestics, luckily for them, are on board wages— 
two huge footmen in light blue and canary, a fat stead' 
coachman who is a Methodist, and a butler who woul 
never have stayed in the family but that he was order! 
to General* Scraper when the General distinguished him 
self at Walcheren. His widow sent his portrait to th 
United Service Club, and it is hung up in one of th 
back dressing-closets there. He is represented at 
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parlour window with red curtains ; in the distance is a 
whirlwind, in which cannon are firing o£F; and he is 
pointing to a chart, on which are written the words 
' Walcheren, Tobago.' 

Lady Susan is, as everybody knows by referring to the 
^ British Bible/ a daughter of the great and good Earl 
Bagwig before mentioned. She thinks everything belong- 
ing to her the greatest and best in the world. The first 
of men naturally are the Buckrams, her own race : then 
follow in rank the Scrapers. The General was the 
greatest general : his eldest son. Scraper Buckram Scraper, 
is at present the greatest and best ; his second son the next 
greatest and best ; and herself the paragon of women. 

Indeed, she is a most respectable and honourable lady. 
She goes to church of course : she would fancy the 
Church in danger if she did not. She subscribes to the 
chiu-ch and parish charities ; and is a directress of many 
meritorious charitable institutions — of Queen Charlotte's 
Lying-in Hospital, the Washerwomen's Asylum, the 
British Drummers' Daughters' Home, &c. &c. She is 
a model of a matron. 

The tradesman never lived who could say that his bill 
was not paid on the quarter-day. The beggars of her 
neighbourhood avoid her like a pestilence ; for while she 
walks out protected by John, that domestic has always 
two or three mendicity tickets ready for deserving 
objects. Ten guineas a year will pay all her charities. 
There is no respectable lady in all London who gets her 
name more often printed for such a sum of money. 

Those three mutton-chops which you see entering at 
the kitchen-door will be served on the femily- plate at 
seven o'clock this evening, the huge footman being 
present, and the butler in black, and the crest and coat- 
of-arms of the Scrapers blazing everywhere. I pity Miss 
Emily Scraper — she is still young — young and hungry. 
Is it a fact that she spends her pocket-money on buns ? 
Malicious tongues say so ; but she has very little to spare 
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banker, army contractor, smuggler, and general jobber 
— almost disinherited him on account of this connection^ 
There is a story that Muggins the Elder was made a 
baronet for having lent money to a R-y-1 p-rs-n-ge. I 
do not believe it. The R-y-1 Family sdways paid theii 
debts, from the Prince of Wales downwards. 

Howbeit, to his life's end he remained simple Sii 
Thomas Muggins, representing Pontydwdlm in Parlia- 
ment for many years after the war. The old bankei 
died in course of time, and, to use the afFectionate phras< 
common on such occasions, ^ cut up ' prodigiously well 
His son, Alfred Smith Mogyns, succeeded to the mail 
portion of his wealth, and to his titles and the blood] 
hand of his scutcheon. It was not for many years afte 
that he appeared as Sir Alured Mogyns Smyth de Mogyn! 
with a genealogy found out for him by the Editor o 
^ Fluke's Peerage,' and which appears as follows in tha 
work : — 

*De Mogyns. — Sir Alured Mogyns Smyth, 2nd Baronet 
This gentleman is a representative of one of the most ancien 
families of Wales, who trace their descent until it is lost i 
the mists of antiquity. A genealogical tree beginning wit 
Shem is in the possession of the family, and is stated by 
legend of many thousand years* date to have been drawn o 
papyrus by a grandson of the patriarch himself. Be this as : 
may, there can be no doubt of the immense antiquity of th 
race of Mogyns. 

* In the time of Boadicea, Hogyn Mogyn, of the hundre 
Beeves, was a suitor and a rival of Caractacus for the han 
of that Princess. He was a person gigantic in stature, an 
was slain by Suetonius in the battle which terminated tb 
liberties of Britain. From him descended directly the Prince 
of Pontydwdlm, Mogyn of the Golden Harp (see th 
" Mabinogion " of Lady Charlotte Guest), Bogyn-Meroda< 
ap-Mogyn (the black fiend son of Mogyn), and a long list < 
bards and warriors, celebrated both in Wales and Armoric 
The independent Princes of Mogyn long held out against tl 
ruthless Kings of England, until finally Gam Mogyns mac 
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his submission to Prince Henry, son of Henry IV., and, under 
the name of Sir David Gam de Mogyns, was distinguished at 
the battle of Agincourt. From him the present Baronet is 
descended. (And here the descent follows in order until it 
comes to) Thomas Muggins, first Baronet of Pontydwdlm 
Castle, for 23 years Member of Parliament for that borough, 
who had issue, Alured Mogyns Smyth, the present Baronet, 
who married Marian, daughter of the late General P. Flack, 
of Ballyflack, in the Kingdom of Ireland, of the Counts Flack 
of the H. R. Empire. Sir Alured has issue, Alured Caradoc, 
bom 1 8 19, Marian, 181 1, Blanche Adeliza, Emily Doria, 
Adelaide Obleans, Kotinka Rostopchin, Patrick Flack, died 
1809. 

* Arms — a mullion garbled, gules, on a saltire reversed of 
the second. Crest — a tomtit rampant regardant. Motto. — 
Vng Roy ung Mogyns,* 

It was long before Lady de Mogyns shone as a star 
in the fashionable world. At first, poor Muggins was 
in the hands of the Flacks, the Clancys, the Tooles, the 
Shanahans, his wife's Irish relations ; and whilst he was 
yet but heir-apparent, his house overflowed with claret 
and the national nectar, for the benefit of his Hibernian 
relatives. Tom Tufto absolutely left the street in which 
they lived in London, because he said ^ it was infected 
with such a confounded smell of whisky from the house 
of those Iwish people.' 

It was abroad that they learned to be genteel. They 
pushed into all foreign Courts, and elbowed their way 
into the halls of Ambassadors. They pounced upon the 
stray nobility, and seized young lords travelling with 
their bear-leaders. They gave parties at Naples, Rome, 
and Paris. They got a Royal Prince to attend their 
mrhs at the latter place, and it was here that they first 
appeared tmder the name of De Mogyns, which they bear 
with such splendour to this day. 

All sorts of stories are told of the desperate efforts made 
by the indomitable Lady de Mogyns to gain the place 
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she now occupies, and those of my beloved readers w 
live in middle life, and are unacquainted with the fram 
struggles, the wicked feuds, the intrigues, cabals, a 
disappointments which, as I am given to understai 
reign in the fashionable world, may bless their stars tl 
they at least are not fashionable Snobs. The intrig 
set afoot by the De Mogyns to get the Duchess 
Buckskin to her parties, would strike a Talleyrand v( 
admiration. She had a brain fever after being 
appointed of an invitation to Lady Aldermanbu 
thi dansantj and would have committed suicide but fi 
ball at Windsor. I have the following story from 
noble friend Lady Clapperclaw herself, — Lady Kathl 
O'Shaughnessy that was, and daughter of the Ear 
Turfianthunder : — 

^When that ojous disguised Irishwoman, I 
Muggins, was struggling to take her place in the w 
and was bringing out her hidjous daughter Blanche,' 
old Lady Clapperclaw — ^(Marian has a hump-back 
doesn't show, but she's the only lady in the fami] 
when that wretched Polly Muggins was bringing 
Blanche, with her radish of a nose, and her carrc 
ringlets, and her turnip for a face, she was most an 
— as her father had been a cow-boy on my father's la 
to be patronised by us, and asked me point-blank, ii 
midst of a silence at Count Volauvent's, the Fi 
Ambassador's dinner, why I had not sent her a cai 
my ball ? 

^^^ Because my rooms are already too full, and 
Ladyship would be crowded inconveniently," sa; 
indeed, she takes up as much room as an elep 
besides, I wouldn't have her, and that was flat. 

^ I thought my answer was a settler to her : bi 
next day she comes weeping to my arms — ** Dear 
Clapperclaw," says she, ^^ it's not for me ; I ask it f 
blessed Blanche I a young creature in her first s 
and not at your ball I My tender child will pine a 
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of vexation. / don't want to come, /will stay at home 
to nurse Sir Alured in the gout. Mrs. Bolster is going, 
I Icnow ; she will be Blanche's chaperon." 

^" You wouldn't subscribe for the Rathdrum blanket 
and potato fund ; you, who come out of the parish,'* 
says I, ^' and whose grandfather, honest man, kept cows 
there." 

^^^Will twenty guineas be enough, dearest Lady 
Clapperclaw i " 

^ ^' Twenty guineas is sufficient," says I, and she paid 
them ; so I said, ^' Blanche may come, but not you, 
mind : " and she left me with a world of thanks. 

^ Would you believe it? — when my ball came, the 
horrid woman made her appearance with her daughter ! 
^' Didn't I tell you not to come ? " said I, in a mighty 
passion. "What would the world have said ?" cries my 
Lady Muggins : " my carriage is gone for Sir Alured to 
the Club ; let me stay only ten minutes, dearest Lady 
Clapperclaw." 

< <( Well, as you are here, madam, you may stay and 
get your supper," I answered, and so left her, and never 
spoke a word more to her all night. 

^And now,' screamed out old Lady Clapperclaw, 
clapping her hands, and speaking with more brogue than 
ever, ' what do you think, after all my kindness to her, 
the wicked, vulgar, odious, impudent upstart of a cow- 
boy's granddaughter, has done ? — she cut me yesterday in 
Hy' Park, and hasn't sent me a ticket for her ball 
to-night, though they say Prince George is to be there/ 

Yes, such is the fact. In the race of fashion the 
resolute and active De Mogyns has passed the poor old 
Clapperclaw. Her progress in gentility may be traced 
by the sets of friends whom she has courted, and made, 
and cut, and left behind her. She has struggled so 
gallantly for polite reputation that she has won it ; 
pitilessly kicking down the ladder as she advanced degree 
by degree. 
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Her Irish relations were first sacrificed ; she made h< 
fether dine in the steward's room, to his perfect conten 
ment ; and would send Sir Alured thither likewise, h 
that he is a peg on which she hopes to hang her futui 
honours ; and is, after all, paymaster of her daughtei 
fortunes. He is meek and content. He has been i 
long a gentleman that he is used to it, and acts the pa 
of governor very well. In the day-time he goes from tl 
* Union' to * Arthur's,' and from * Arthur's* to tl 
^ Union.' He is a dead hand at piquet, and loses a ve 
comfortable maintenance to some young fellows, at whi 
at the * Travellers'.' 

His son has taken his father's seat in Parliament, a 
has of course joined Young England. He is the oi 
man in the country who believes in the De Mogyns 
and sighs for the days when a De Mogyns led the van 
battle. He has written a little volume of spoony pu 
poems. He wears a lock of the hair of Laud, 1 
Confessor and Martyr, and fainted when he kissed 1 
Pope's toe at Rome. He sleeps in white kid-gloves, a 
commits dangerous excesses upon green tea. 




There is no disguising the fact that this series of papers 
is making a prodigious sensation among all classes in 
this Empire. Notes of admiration (!), of interrogation 
(?), of remonstrance, approval, or abuse, come pouring 
into Mr. Punches box. We have been called to task for 
betraying the secrets of three different families of De 
Mogyns ; no less than four Lady Susan Scrapers have 
been discovered ; and young gentlemen are quite shy of 
ordering half-a-pint of port and simpering over the 
Quarterly Review at the Club, lest they should be 
mistaken for Sydney Scraper, Esq. * What can be your 
antipathy to Baker Street ? ' asks some fair remonstrant, 
evidently writing from that quarter. 

* Why only attack the aristocratic Snobs ? ' says one 
estimable correspondent : ^ are not the snobbish Snobs to 
have their turn ? ' — * Pitch into the University Snobs ! * 
writes an indignant gentleman (who spelt elegant with 
two/'s). — *Show up the Clerical Snob,' suggests another. 
— * Being at Meurice's Hotel, Paris, some time since,' 
some wag hints, ^I saw Lord B. leaning out of the 
window with his boots in his hand, and bawling out, 
^Gar^on, cirez-moi ces bottes.' Oughtn't he to be 
brought in among the Snobs ? ' 

No ; far from it. If his Lordship's boots are dirty, 
it is because he is Lord B., and walks. There is nothing 
snobbish in having only one pair of boots, or a favourite 
pair ; and certainly nothing snobbish in desiring to have 
them cleaned. Lord B., in so doing, performed a 
perfectly natural and gentlemanlike action ; for which I 
am so pleased with him that I should like to have him 
designed in a favourable and elegant attitude, and put at 

39 
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the head of this Chapter in the place of honour. No, 
we are not personal in these candid remarks. As Phidias 
took the pick of a score of beauties before he completed 
a Venus, so have we to examine, perhaps, a thousand 
Snobs, before one is expressed upon paper. 

Great City Snobs are the next in the hierarchy, and 
ought to be considered. But here is a difficulty. The 
great City Snob is commonly most difficult of access 
Unless you are a capitalist, you cannot visit him in th( 
recesses of his bank parlour in Lombard Street. Unles 
you are a sprig of nobility there is little hope of seeinj 
him at home. In a great City Snob firm there i 
generally one partner whose name is down for charitie 
and who frequents Exeter Hall ; you may catch a glimps 

of another (a scientific City Snob) at my Lord N 

soiriesj or the lectures of the London Institution ; of 
third (a City Snob of taste) at picture-auctions, at priva 
views of exhibitions, or at the Opera or the Philharmoni 
But intimacy is impossible, in most cases, with this grav 
pompous, and awful being. 

A mere gentleman may hope to sit at almost anybod] 
table — to take hk place at my Lord Duke's in i 
country — to dance a quadrille at Buckingham Pala 
itself — (beloved Lady Wilhclmina Wagglewigglc ! 
you recollect the sensation we made at the ball of o 
late a<Jored Sovereign Queen Caroline at Brandenbu 
House, Hammersmith ? ) but the City Snob's doors a 
for the most part, closed to him ; and hence all that c 
knows of this great class is mostly from hearsay. 

In other countries of Europe, the Banking Snob 
more expansive and communicative than with us, 2 
receives all the world into his circle. For instan 
everybody knows the princely hospitalities of 
Scharlaschild family at Paris, Naples, Frankfort, i 
They entertain all the world, even the poor, at their yj 
Prince Polonia, at Rome, and his brother, the Duke 
Strachino, are also remarkable for their hospitalities. 
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like the spirit of the first-named nobleman. Titles not 
costing much in the Roman territory, he has had the 
head clerk of the banking-house made a Marquis, and 
his Lordship will screw a hajocco' out of you in exchange 
as dexterously as any commoner could do. It is a 
comfort to be able to gratify such grandees with a 
farthing or two ; it makes the poorest man feel that he 
can do good. The Polonias have intermarried with the 
greatest and most ancient families of Rome, and you see 
their heraldic cognisance (a mushroom ^r on an azure 
field) quartered in a himdred places in the city with the 
arms of the Colonnas and Dorias. 

Our City Snobs have the same mania for aristocratic 
marriages. I like to see such. I am of a savage and 
envious nature, — I like to see these two humbugs which, 
dividing, as they do, the social empire of this kingdom 
between them, hate each other naturally, making truce 
and uniting, for the sordid interests of either. I like to 
see an old aristocrat, swelling with pride of race, the 
descendant of illustrious Norman robbers, whose blood 
has been pure for centuries^ and who looks down upon 
common Englishmen as a free-born American does on 
a nigger, — I like to see old Sti£Fneck obliged to bow 
down his head and swallow his infernal pride, and drink 
the cup of humiliation poured out by Pump and Aldgate's 
butler. 'Pump and Aldgate,' says he, *vour grand* 
father was a bricklayer, and his hod is still kept in the 
bank. Your pedigree begins in a workhouse; mine 
can be dated from all the Royal palaces of Europe. I 
came over with the Conqueror ; I am own cousin to 
Charles Martel, Orlando Furioso, Philip Augustus, Peter 
the Cruel, and Frederick Barbarossa. I quarter the 
Royal Arms of Brentford in my coat. I despise you, but 
I want monev ; and I will sell you my beloved daughter, 
Blanche Stimieck, for a hundred thousand pounds, to 
pay o£F my mortgages. Let your son marry her, and 
she shall become Lady Blanche Pump and Aldgate. 
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Old Pump and Aidgate clutches at the bargain. An< 
a comfortable thing it is to think that birth can b^ 
bought for money. So you learn to value it. W'h] 
should we, who don't possess it, set a higher store on i 
than those who do ? Perhaps the best use of that book 
the ' Peerage/ is to look down the list, and see how mani 
have bought and sold birth, — how poor sprigs of nobilir 
somehow sell themselves to rich City Snobs' daughterj 
how rich City Snobs purchase noble ladies — ^and so t 
admire the double baseness of the bargain. 

Old Pump and Aid gate buys the article and pays tfa 
money. The sale of the girl's person is blessed by 
Bishop at St. George's, Hanover Square, and next ye; 
you read, ^ At Roehampton, on Saturday, the Lad 
Blanche Pump, of a son and heir.' 

After this interesting event, some old acquaintanc 
who saw young Pump in the parlour at the bank in tl 
City, said to him, familiarly, * How's your wife, Puna 
my boy ? ' 

Mr. Pump looked exceedingly puzzled and disguste 
and, after a pause, said, ' Lady Blanche Pump is pret 
well, I thank you.' 

* Ohy I thought she was your wifs ! ' said the faxnili 
brute. Snooks, wishing him good-bye ; and ten minut 
after, the story was all over the Stock Exchange, virhe 
it is told, when young Pump appears, to this very day. 

We can imagine the weary life this poor Pump, tl 
martyr to Mammon, is compelled to undergo. Farn 
the domestic enjoyments of a man who has a wife W. 
scorns him ; who cannot see his own friends in his om 
house ; who, having deserted the middle rank of life^ 
not yet admitted to the higher ; but who is resigned 
rebuffs and delay and humiliation, contented to thi 
that his son will be more fortunate. 

It used to be the custom of some very old-fashion 
clubs in this city, when a gentleman asked for chan 
for a guinea, always to bring it to him in washed sil'ut 
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that which had passed immediately out of the hands of 
the vulgar being considered ^as too coarse to soil a 
gentleman's fingers.' So, when the City Snob's money 
has been washed during a generation or so ; has been 
washed into estates, and woods, and castles, and town- 
mansions, it is allowed to pass current as real aristocratic 
coin. Old Pump sweeps a shop, runs off messages, 
becomes a confidential clerk and partner. Pump the 
Second becomes chief of the house, spins more and more 
money, marries his son to an Earl's daughter. Pump 
Tertius goes on with the bank ; but his chief business 
in life is to become the father of Pump Quartus, who 
comes out a full-blown aristocrat, and takes his seat as 
Baron Pumpington, and his race rules hereditarily over 
this nation of Snobs. 



C HAPTER IX 

ON SOME MILITARY SNOBS 

As no society in the world is more agreeable than that of 
well - bred and well - informed military gentlemen, so, 
likewise, none is more insufferable than that of military 
Snobs. They are to be found of all grades, from the 
General Officer, whose padded old breast twinkles over 
with a score of stars, clasps, and decorations, to the 
budding cornet, who is shaving for a beard, and has just 
been appointed to the Saxe-Coburg Lancers. 

I have always admired that dispensation of rank in our 
country, which sets up this last-named little creature 
(who was flogged only last week because he could not 
spell) to command great whiskered warriors, who have 
heed all dangers of climate and battle ; which, because 
he has money to lodge at the agent's, will place him over 
the heads of men who have a thousand times more 
experience and desert : and which, in the course of time, 
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will bring him all the honours of his profession, when 
the veteran soldier he commanded has got no other 
reward for his bravery than a berth in Chelsea Hospital, 
and the veteran officer he superseded has slunk into 
shabby retirement, and ends his disappointed life on a 
threadbare half-pay. 

When I read in the Gazette such announcements as 
^ Lieutenant and Captain Grig, from the Bombardier 
Guards, to be Captain, vice Grizzle, who retires,' I know 
what becomes of the Peninsular Grizzle ; I follow him 
in spirit to the humble country town where he takes up 
his quarters, and occupies himself with the most desperate 
attempts to live like a gentleman, on the stipend of half a 
tailor's foreman ; and I picture to myself little Grig rising 
from rank to rank, skipping from one regiment to another, 
with an increased grade in each, avoiding disagreeable 
foreign service, and ranking as a colonel at thirty ; — all 
because he has money, and Lord Grigsby is his father, 
who had the same luck before him. Grig must blush at 
first to give his orders to old men in every way his 
betters. And as it is very difficult for a spoiled child to 
escape being selfish and arrogant, so it is a very hard 
task indeed for this spoiled child of fortune not to be 
a Snob. 

It must have often been a matter of wonder to the 
candid reader, that the army, the most enormous job of all 
our political institutions, should yet work so well in the 
field ; and we must cheerfully give Grig, and his like, 
the credit for courage which they display whenever 
occasion calls for it. The Duke's dandy regiments 
fought as well as any (they said better than any, but that 
is absurd). The great Duke himself was a dandy once, 
and jobbed on, as Marlborough did before him. But 
this only proves that dandies are brave as well as other 
Britons — as all Britons. Let us concede that the high- 
born Grig rode into the entrenchments at Sobraon as 
gallantly as Corporal Wallop, the ex-ploughboy. 
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The times of war are more favourable to him than the 
periods of peace. Think of Grig's life in the Bombardier 
Guards, or the Jack-boot Guards; his marches from 
Windsor to London, from London to Windsor, from 
Knightsbridge to Regent's Park ; the idiotic services he 
has to perform, which consist in inspecting the pipeclay ^ 
of his company, or the horses in the stable, or bellowing 
out ^Shoulder humps! Carry humps 1 ' all which duties 
the very smallest intellect that ever belonged to mortal 
man would suffice to comprehend. The professional 
duties of a footman are quite as difficult and various. 
The red-jackets who hold gentlemen's horses in St. 
James's Street could do the work just as well as those 
vacuous, good-natured, gentlemanlike, rickety little 
lieutenants, who may be seen sauntering about Pall 
Mall, in high-heeled little boots, or rallying round the 
standard of their regiment in the Palace Court, at eleven 
o'clock, when the band plays. Did the belored reader 
ever see one of the young fellows staggering under the 
flag, or, above all, going through the operation of saluting 
it i It is worth a wsdk to the Palace to witness that 
magnificent piece of tomfoolery. 

I have had the honour of meeting once or twice an old 
gentleman, whom I look upon to be a specimen of army- 
training, and who has served in crack regiments, or 
commanded them, all his life. I allude to Lieutenant- 
General the Honourable Sir George Granby Tufto, 
K.C.B., K.T.S., K.H^ K.S.W., &c. &c. His manners 
are irreproachable generally ; in society he is a perfect 
gentleman, and a most thorough Snob. 

A man can't help being a fool, be he ever so old, and 
Sir George is a greater ass at sixty-eieht than he was 
when he first entered the army at fifteen. He dis- 
tinguished himself everywhere : his name is mentioned 
with praise in a score of Gazettes : he is the man, in 
fiict, whose padded breast, twinkling over with innumer- 
able decorations, has already been introduced to the 
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reader. It is difEcult to say what virtues this prosperous 
gentleman possesses. He never read a book in his life, 
andy with his purple, old gouty fingers, still writes a 
school-boy hand. He has reached old age and gre] 
hairs without being the least venerable. He dresses liki 
an outrageously young man to the present moment, ani 
laces and pads his old carcass as if he were still handsom 
George Tufto of 1800. He is selfish, brutal, passionate 
and a glutton. It is curious to mark him at table, an 
see him heaving in his waistband, his little bloodshot ey< 
gloating over his meal. He swears considerably in h 
talk, and tells filthy garrison stories after dinner. O 
account of his rank and his services, people pay tl 
bestarred and betitled old brute a sort of reverence 
and he looks down upon you and me, and exhibits 1: 
contempt for us, with a stupid and artless candour whi< 
is quite amusing to watch. Perhaps, had he been bred 
another profession, he would not have been the d 
reputable old creature he now is. But what othe 
He was fit for none : too incorrigibly idle and dull i 
any trade but this , in which he has distinguished hims 
publicly as a good and gallant officer, and privately ; 
riding races, drinking port, fighting duels, and seduci 
women. He believes himself to be one of the m 
honourable and deserving beings in the world. Ab< 
Waterloo Place, of afternoons, you may see him totteri 
in his varnished boots, and leering under the bonnets 
the women who pass by. When he dies of apople 
the Times will have a quarter of a column about 
services and battles — four lines of print will be wan 
to describe his titles and orders alone — ^and the ea 
will cover one of the wickedest and dullest old wretc 
that ever strutted over it. 

Lest it should be imagined that I am of so obstinai 
misanthropic nature as to be satisfied with nothing 
beg (for the comfort of the forces) to state my be 
that the army is not composed of such persons as 
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above. He has only been selected for the study of 
civilians and the military, as a specimen of a prosperous 
and bloated Army Snob. No ; when epaulets are not 
sold ; when corporal punishments are abolished, and 
Corporal Smith has a chance to have his gallantry rewarded 
as well as that of Lieutenant Grig ; when there is no 
such rank as ensign and lieutenant (the existence of 
which rank is an absurd anomaly, and an insult upon all 
the rest of the army), and should there be no war, I 
should not be disinclined to be a major-general myself. 

I have a little sheaf of Army Snobs in my portfolio, 
but shall pause in my attack upon the forces till next 
week. 



CHAPTER X 

MILITARY SNOBS 

Walking in the Park yesterday with my young friend 
Tagg, and discoursing with him upon the next number 
of the Snob, at the very nick of time who should pass 
us but two very good specimens of Military Snobs, — the 
Sporting Military Snob, Captain Rag, and the ^ larking ' 
or raffish Military Snob, Ensign Famish. Indeed, you 
are Aillv sure to meet them lounging on horseback, 
about nve o'clock, under the trees by the Serpentine, 
examining critically the inmates of the flashy broughams 
which parade up and down ^ The Lady's Mile.' 

Tagg and Rag are very well acquainted, and so the 
former, with that candour inseparable from intimate 
fnendship, told me his dear friend's history. Captain 
Rag is a small dapper North-country man. He went 
when quite a boy into a crack light cavalry regiment, 
and by the time he got his troop had cheated all his 
brother officers so completely, selling them lame horses 
for sound ones, and winning their money by all manner 
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of strange and ingenious contrivances, that his Color 
advised him to retire; which he did without mu 
reluctance, accommodating a youngster, who had ]\ 
entered the regiment, with a glandered charger at 
uncommonly stifF figure. 

He has since devoted his time to billiards, stee( 
chasing, and the turf. His headquarters are ' Rummei 
in Conduit Street, where he keeps his kit; but h< 
ever on the move in the exercise of his vocation a 
gentleman-jockey and gentleman-leg. 

According to Belfs Life^ he is an invariable attend 
at all races, and an actor in most of them. He rode 
winner at Leamington ; he was left for dead in a d 
a fortnight ago at Harrow ; and yet there he was, 
week, at the Croix de Berny, pale and determine 
ever, astonishing the badauds of Paris by the eleganc 
his seat and the neatness of his rig, as he took a 
liminary gallop on that vicious brute ^ The Disowi 
before starting for ' The French Grand National.' 

He is a regular attendant at the Corner, wher 
compiles a limited but comfortable libretto. Di 
the season he rides often in the Park, mounted 
clever, well-bred pony. He is to be seen escorting 
celebrated horsewoman, Fanny Highflyer, or in 
iidential converse with Lord Thimblerig, the em 
handicapper. 

He carefully avoids decent society, and would i 
dine off a steak at the ^ One Tun ' with Sam Snafi 
jockey. Captain O'Rourke, and two or three 
notorious turf robbers, than with the choicest coc 
in London. He likes to announce at ^ Rummer's 
he is going to run down and spend his Saturda 
Sunday in a friendly way with Hocus, the leg, 
little box near Epsom : where, if report speak true, 
* rummish plants ' are concocted. 

He does not play billiards often, and never in p 
but when he does play, he always contrives to gc 
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of a good flat, and never leaves him till he has done him 
uncommonly brown. He has lately been playing a 
good deal with Famish. 

When he makes his appearance in the drawing-room, 
which occasionally happens at a hunt-meeting or a race- 
ball, he enjoys himself extremely. 

His young friend is Ensign Famish, who is not a little 
pleased to be seen with such a smart fellow as Rag, who 
bows to the best turf company in the Park. Rag lets 
Famish accompany him to Tattersall's, and sells him 
bargains in horse-flesh, and uses Famish's cab. That 
young gentleman's regiment is in India, and he is at 
home on sick leave. He recruits his health by being 
intoxicated every night, and fortifies his lungs, which 
are weak, by smoking cigars all day. The policemen 
about the Haymarket know the little creature, and the 
early cabmen salute him. The closed doors of fish and 
lobster shops open after service, and vomit out little 
Famish, who is either tipsy and quarrelsome — when he 
wants to fight the cabmen ; or drunk and helpless — 
when some kind friend (in yellow satin) takes care of 
him. All the neighbourhood, the cabmen, the police, 
the early potato-men, and the friends in yellow satin, 
know the yoimg fellow, and he is called Little Bobby 
by some of the very worst reprobates in Europe. 

His mother. Lady Fanny Famish, believes devoutly 
that Robert is in London solely for the benefit of con- 
sulting the physician ; is going to have him exchanged 
into a dragoon regiment, which doesn't go to that odious 
India ; and has an idea that his chest is delicate, and that 
he takes gruel every evening, when he puts his feet in hot 
water. Her Ladyship resides at Cheltenham, and is of 
a serious turn. 

Bobby frequents the ^Union-Jack Club' of course ; 
where he breakfasts on pale ale and devilled kidneys at 
three o'clock ; where beardless young heroes of his own 
sort congregate, and make merry, and- give each other 
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dinners ; where you may see half-a-dozen of youn 
rakes of the fourth or fifth order lounging and smokin 
on the steps ; where you behold Slapper's long-taile 
leggy mare in the custody of a red-jacket until tfa 
Captain is primed for the Park with a glass of cura^oa 
and where you see Hobby, of the Highland Bufi 
driving up with Dobby, of the Madras Fusiliers, in tl 

freat banging, swinging cab, which the latter hires froi 
Lumble of Bond Street. 
In hcty Military Snobs are of such number ai 
variety, that a hundred weeks of Punch would not suffi< 
to give an audience to them. There is, besides the di 
reputable old Military Snob, who has seen service, tl 
respectable old Military Snob, who has seen none, aj 
gives himself the most prodigious martinet airs. The 
is the Medical-Military Snob, who is generally more oi 
rageously military in his conversation than the greats 
sabreur in the army. There is the Heavy-Drago 
Snob, whom young ladies admire, with his great stuf 
pink face and yellow moustaches — a vacuous, soleii^ 
foolish, but brave and honourable Snob. There is t 
Amateur-Military Snob, who writes Captain on his ca 
because he is a Lieutenant in the Bungay Milit 
There is the Lady-killing Military Snob ; and mo 
who need not be named. 

But let no nun, we repeat, charge Mr. Punch wi 
disrespect for the Army in general — that gallant a 

Sdicious Army, every man of which, from F. M. i 
uke of Wellington, &c., downwards — (with i 
exception of H.R.H. Field-Marshal Prince Albert, w] 
however, can hardly count as a military man) — ^rei 
Punch in every quarter of the globe. 

Let those civilians who sneer at the acquirements 
the Army read Sir Harry Smith's account of the Bai 
of Aliwal. A noble deed was never told in nob 
language. And you who doubt if chivalry exists, or i 
age of heroism has passed by, think of Sir Hei 
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Hardinge, with hfe son, * dear Utde Arthur,' ridine in 
front of the lines at Ferozeshah. I hope no En^ish 
painter will endeavour to illustrate that scene ; for who 
is there to do justice to it i The history of the world 
contains no more brilliant and heroic picture. No, no ; 
the men who perform these deeds with such brilliant 
valour, and describes them with such modest manliness 
— siuh are not Snobs. Their country admires t-h^m^ 
their Sovereign rewards them, and Punchy the univenal 
railer, takes off his hat and says. Heaven save them ! 



CHAPTER XI 

ON CLERICAL SNOBS 

After Snobs-Military, Snobs-Clerical suggest them- 
selves quite naturallv, and it is clear that, with every 
respect for the cloth, yet having a regard for truth, 
humanity, and the British public, such a vast and 
influential class must not be omitted from our notices 
of the great Snob world. 

Of these Clerics there are some whose claim to 
snobbishness is undoubted, and yet it cannot be dis- 
cussed here; for the same reason that Punch would 
not set up his show in a Cathedral, out of rcq>ect for 
the solemn service celebrated within. There are some 
places where he acknowledges himself not privileged to 
make a noise, and puts away his show, and silences his 
drum, and takes off his hat, and holds his peace* 

And I know this, that if there are some Clerics who 
do wrong, there are straightway a thousand newspapers 
to haul up those unfortunates, and cry, ^ Fie upon them, 
fie upon them ! ' while, though the press is always ready 
to yell and bellow excommunication against these stray 
delinquent parsons, it somehow takes very little count of 
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the many good ones— of the tens of thousands of honest 
men, who lead Christian lives, who give to the poor 
generously, who deny themselves rigidly, and live and 
die in their duty, without ever a newspaper paragraph in 
their favour. My beloved friend and reader, I wish you 
and I could do the same : and let me whisper my belief, 
entre nousj that of those eminent philosophers who cry out 
against parsons the loudest, there are not many who 
have got their knowledge of the Church by going 
thither often. 

But you who have ever listened to village bells, or 
have walked to church as children on sunny Sabbath 
mornings ; you who have ever seen the parson's wife 
tending the poor man's bedside ; or the town clergyman 
threading the dirty stairs of noxious alleys upon his sacred 
business ; — do not raise a shout when one of these falls 
away, or yell with the mob that howls after him. 

Every man can do that. When old Father Noah was 
overtaken in his cups, there was only one of his sons that 
dared to make merry at his disaster, and he was not the 
most virtuous of the family. Let us too turn away 
silently, nor huzza like a parcel of school-boys because 
some big young rebel suddenly starts up and whops the 
schoolmaster. 

I confess, though, if I had by me the names of thos< 
seven or eight Irish bishops, the probates of whose will 
were mentioned in last year's journals, and who dice 
leaving behind them some two hundred thousand pound 
apiece — ^I would like to put them up as patrons of ixi] 
Clerical Snobs, and operate upon them as successfully a 
I see from the newspapers Mr. Eisenberg, Chiropodist 
has lately done upon < His Grace the Right Reveren* 
Lord Bishop of Tapioca.' 

And I confess that when those Right Rcveren 
Prelates come up to the gates of Paradise with thei 
probates of wills in their hands, I think that their chanc 
is . . . But the gates of Paradise is a far way to follow 
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their Lordships ; so let us crip down agaun, lest awkward 
questions be asked there about our own favourite vices too. 

And don't let us give way to the vulgar prejudice, that 
clergymen are an overpaid and luxurious body of men. 
When that eminent ascetic, the late Sydney Smith — (by 
the way, by what law of nature is it that so many Smiths 
in this world are called Sydney Smith i) — lauded the 
system of great prizes in the Church, — without which he 
said gentlemen would not be induced to follow the clerical 
profession, he admitted most pathetically that the clergy 
in general were by no means to be envied for their 
worldly prosperity. From reading the works of some 
modern writers of repute, you would fancy that a parson's 
life was passed in gorging himself with plum-pudding and 
port-wine ; and that his Reverence's fat chaps were 
always greasy with the crackling of tithe pigs. Carica- 
turists delight to represent him so : round, short-necked, 
pimple-iaced, apoplectic, bursting out of waistcoat, like 
a black-pudding, a shovel-hatted fuzz-wigged Silenus. 
Whereas, if you take the real man, the poor fellow's flesh- 
pots are very scantily furnished with meat. He labours 
commonly for a wage that a tailor's foreman would 
despise : he has, too, such claims upon his dismal income 
as most philosophers would rather grumble to meet ; 
many tithes are levied upon his pocket, let it be 
remembered, by those who grudge him his means of 
livelihood. He has to dine with the Squire : and his 
wife must dress neatlv; and he must ^look like a 
gentleman,' as they call it, and bring up his six great 
hungry sons as such. Add to this, if he does his duty, he 
has such temptations to spend his money as no mortal 
man could withstand. Yes ; you who can't resist pur- 
chasing a chest of cigars, because they are so good ; 
or an ormolu clock at Howell and James's, because it is 
such a bargain ; or a box at the Opera, because Lablache 
and Grisi are divine in the Puritani : fancy how difficult 
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it is for a parson to resist spending a half>crown when 
John Breakstone's family are without a loaf; or 
^standing* a bottle of port for poor old Polly Rabbits, 
who has her thirteenth child ; or treating himself to a 
suit of corduroys for little Bob Scarecrow, whose breeches 
are sadly out at elbows. Think of these temptations, 
brother moralists and philosophers, and don't be too hard 
on the parson. 

But what is this ? Instead of * showing up ' the 
parsons, are we indulging in maudlin praises of that 
monstrous black-coated race ? O saintly Francis, lying 
at rest under the turf; O Jimmy, and Johnny, and 
Willy, friends of my youth I O noble and dear old 
Elias I how should he who knows you not respect you 
and your calling ? May this pen never write a penny- 
worth again, if it ever casts ridicule upon either ! 



CHAPTER XII 

ON CLERICAL SNOBS AND SNOBBISHNESS 

^ Dear Mr. Snob,' an amiable young correspondent 
writes, who signs himself Snobling, * ought the clergy- 
man who, at the request of a noble Duke, lately 
interrupted a marriage ceremony between two persons 
perfectly authorised to marry, to be ranked or not among 
the Clerical Snobs ? ' 

This, my dear young friend, is not a fair question. 
One of the illustrated weekly papers has already seized 
hold of the clergyman, and blackened him most un- 
mercifully, by representing him in his cassock performing 
the marriage service. Let that be suflScient punishment ; 
and if you please, do not press the querv. 

It is very likely that if Miss Smith had come with a 
license to marry Jones, the parson in question, not 
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seeing old Smith present, would have sent ofF the beadle 
in a cab to let the old gentleman know what was going 
on ; and would have delajred the service until the arrival 
of Smith senior. He very likeljr thinks it his duty to ask 
ali marriageable young ladies, who come without their 
papa, why their parent is absent : and, no doubt, ahvays 
sends off the beadle for that missing governor. 

Or, it is very possible that the Duke of Coeurdelion 
was Mr. What-d'ye-call-'im's most intimate friend, 
and has often said to him, * What-d'ye-call-'im, my boy, 
my daughter must never marry the Capting. If ever 
they try at your church, I beseech you, considering the 
terms of intimacy on which we are, to send off Rattan 
in a hack-cab to fetch me/ 

In either of which cases, you see, dear Snobling, that 
though the parson would not have been authorised, yet 
he might have been excused for interfering. He has no 
more right to stop my marriage than to stop my dinner, 
to both of which, as a free-born Briton, I am entitled 
by law, if I can pay for them. But, consider pastoral 
solicitude, a deep sense of the duties of his office, and 
pardon this inconvenient, but genuine zeal. 

But if the clergyman did in the Duke's case what he 
would net do in Smith's ; if he has no more acquaintance 
with the Coeurdelion family than I have with the Royal 
and Serene House of Saxe-Coburg Gotha, — then^ I 
confess, my dear Snobling, your question might elicit a 
disagreeable reply, and one which I respectfully decline 
to give. I wonder what Sir George Tufto would say, 
if a sentry left his post because a noble lord (not in the 
least connected with the service) begged the sentinel not 
to do his duty. 

Alas ! that the beadle who canes little boys and drives 
them out, cannot drive worldliness out too ; and what is 
worldliness but snobbishness? When, for instance, I 
read in the newspapers that the Right Reverend the 
Lord Charles James administered the rite of confirmation 
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to a party of the juvenile nobility at the Chapel Royal, — 
as if the Chapel Royal were a sort of ecclesiastical 
Almack'Sy and young people were to get ready for the 
next world in little exclusive genteel knots of the 
aristocracy, who were not to be disturbed in their journey 
thither by the company of the vulgar : — ^whcn 1 read 
such a paragraph as that (and one or two such generally 
appear during the present foshionable season), it seems to 
me to be the most odious, mean, and disgusting part of 
that odious, mean, and disgusting publication, the Court 
Circular ; and that snobbishness is therein carried to 
quite an awful pitch. What, gentlemen, can't we 
even in the Church acknowledge a republic ? There, 
at least, the Heralds' College itself might allow that we 
all of us have the same pedigree, and are direct 
descendants of Eve and Adam, whose inheritance is 
divided amongst us. 

I hereby call upon all Dukes, Earls, Baronets, and 
other potentates, not to lend themselves to this shameful 
scandal and error, and beseech all Bishops who read this 
publication to take the matter into consideration, and to 
protest against the continuance of the practice, and to 
declare, * We wonU confirm or christen Lord Tomnoddy, 
or Sir Carnaby Jenks, to the exclusion of any other 
young Christian ; ' the which declaration if their Lord- 
ships are induced to make, a great lapis offensimis will be 
removed, and the Snob Papers will not have been written 
in vain. 

A story is current of a celebrated nouveau-riche^ who 
having had occasion to oblige that excellent prelate the 
Bishop of BuUocksmithy, asked his Lordship, in return, 
to confirm his children privately in his Lordship's own 
chapel ; which ceremony the grateful prelate accordingly 
performed. Can satire go farther than this ? Is there, 
even in this most amusing of prints, any more nai%je 
absurdity ? It is as if a man wouldn't go to heaven 
unless he went in a special train, or as if he thought (as 
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some people think about vaccination) Confirmation more 
effectual when administered at first hand. When that 
eminent person, the Begum Sumroo, died, it is said she 
left ten thousand pounds to the Pope, and ten thousand 
to the Archbishop of Canterbury, — so that there should 
be no mistake, — so as to make sure of having the 
ecclesiastical authorities on her side. This is only a little 
more openly and undisguisedly snobbish than the cases 
before alluded to. A well-bred Snob is just as secretly 
proud of his riches and honours as a parvenu Snob who 
makes the most ludicrous exhibition of them ; and a 
high-born Marchioness or Duchess just as vain of herself 
and her diamonds, as Queen Quashyboo, who sews a 
pair of epaulets on to her skirt, and turns out in state in a 
cocked hat and feathers. 

It is not out of disrespect to my * Peerage,' which I 
love and honour (indeed, have I not said before, that I 
should be ready to jump out of my skin if two Dukes 
would walk down Pall Mall with me ?) — it is not out of 
disrespect for the individuals, that I wish these titles had 
never been invented ; but, consider, if there were no 
tree, there would be no shadow ; and how much more 
honest society would be, and how much more serviceable 
the clergy would be (which is our present consideration), 
if these temptations of rank and continual baits of 
worldliness were not in existence, and perpetually thrown 
out to lead them astray. 

I have seen many examples of their falling away. 
When, for instance, Tom Sniffle first went into the 
country as Curate for Mr. Fuddleston (Sir Huddleston 
Fuddleston's brother), who resided on some other living, 
there could not be a more kind, hardworking, and 
excellent creature than Tom. He had his aunt to live 
with him. His conduct to his poor was admirable. He 
wrote annually reams of the best-intentioned and most 
7apid sermons. When Lord Brandyball's iBamily first 
came down into the country, and invited him to dine at 
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Brandyball Park, Sniffle was so agitated that he almost 
forgot how to say grace, and upset a bowl of currant- 
jellv sauce in Lady Fanny Toffy's lap» 

What was the consequence of his intimacy with that 
noble family ? He quarrelled with his aunt for dining 
out every night. The wretch forgot his poor altogether, 
and killed his old nag by always riding over to Brandy- 
ball, where he revelled in the maddest passion for Lady 
Fanny. He ordered the neatest new clothes and 
ecclesiastical waistcoats from London ; he appeared with 
corazza-shirts, lacquered boots, and perfumtry ; he 
bought a blood-horse from Bob Tofiy : was seen at 
archery meetings, public breakfasts, — actually at cover ; 
and, I blush to say, that I saw him in a stall at the 
Opera ; and afterwards riding by Lady Fanny's side in 
Rotten Row. He doubU-barrelled his name (as many poor 
Snobs do), and, instead of T. Sniffle, as formerly came 
out, in a porcelain card, as Rev. T. D'Arcy Sniffle, 
Burlington Hotel. 

The end of all this may be imagined : when the Earl 
of Brandyball was made acquainted with the curate's 
love for Lady Fanny, he had that fit of the gout which 
so nearly carried him off (to the inexpressible grief of his 
son. Lord Alicompayne), and uttered that remarkable 
speech to Sniffle, which disposed of the claims of the 
latter : — ' If I didn't respect the Church, sir/ his Lord- 
ship said, 'by Jove, I'd kick you downstairs.' His 
Lordship then fell back into the nt aforesaid ; and Lady 
Fanny, as we all know, married General Podager. 

As for poor Tom, he yrzs over head and ears in debt 
as well as in love : his creditors came down upon him. 
Mr. Hemp, of Portugal Street, proclaimed his name lately 
as a reverend outlaw ; and he has been seen at various 
foreign watering-places ; sometimes doing duty ; some- 
times ' coaching ' a stray gentleman's son at Carlsruhe or 
Kissingen ; sometimes-^must we say it ? — lurking about 
the roulette-tables with a tuft to his chin. 
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If temptation had not come upon this unhappy fellow 
in the shape of Lord Brandyball) he might still have 
been following his profession, humbly and worthily. 
He might have married his cousin with four thousand 
pounds, the wine-merchant's daughter (the old gentleman 
quarrelled with his nephew for not soliciting wine-orders 
from Lord B. for him) : he might have had seven 
children, and taken private pupils, and eked out his 
income, and lived and died a country parson. 

Could he have done better ? You who want to know 
how great, and good, and noble such a character may 
be, raid Stanley's * Life of Doctor Arnold.' 



CHAPTER XIII 

ON CLERICAL SNOBS 

Among the varieties of the Snob Clerical, the University 
Snob and the Scholastic Snob ou^ht never to be forgotten : 
they form a very strong battsuion in the black-coated 
army. 

The wisdom of our ancestors (which I admire more 
and more every day) seemed to have determined that 
the education of youth was so paltry and unimportant a 
matter, that almost any man, armed with a birch and 
a regulation cassock and degree, might undertake the 
charge ; and many an honest country gentleman may 
be found to the present day, who takes very good care 
to have a character with his butler when he engages 
him, and will not purchase a horse without the strongest 
warranty and the closest inspection ; but sends ofiT his 
son, young John Thomas, to school without asking any 
questions about the Schoolmaster, and places the lad at 
Switchester College under Dr. Block, because he (the 
good old English gentleman) had been at Switchester, 
under Dr. Buzwig, forty years ago. 
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We have a love for all little boys at school ; for many 
scores of thousands of them read and love Punch : — ^may 
he never write a word that shall not be honest and fit 
for them to read 1 He will not have his young friends 
to be Snobs in the future, or to be buUiea by Snobs, or 
given over to such to be educated. Our connection 
with the youth at the Universities is very close and 
affectionate. The candid undergraduate is our friend. 
The pompous old College Don trembles in his common- 
room, lest we should attack him and show him up as a 
Snob. 

When railroads were threatening to invade the land 
which they have since conquered, it may be recollected 
what a shrieking and outcry the authorities of Oxford 
and Eton made, lest the iron abominations should come 
near those seats of pure learning, and tempt the British 
youth astray. The supplications were in vain ; the 
railroad is in upon them, and the old-world institutions 
are doomed. I felt charmed to read in the papers the 
other day a most veracious puffing advertisement headed, 
' To College and back for Five Shillings.' * The 
College Gardens (it said) will be thrown open on this 
occasion ; the College youths will perform a regatta ; 
the Chapel of King's College will have its celebrated 
music ; ' — and all for five shillings ! The Goths have 
got into Rome ; Napoleon Stephenson draws his re- 
publican lines round the sacred old cities ; and the 
ecclesiastical big-wigs who garrison them must prepare 
to lay down key and crosier before the iron conqueror. 

If you consider, dear reader, what profound snobbish- 
ness the University System produced, you will allovir 
that it is time to attack some of those feudal middle-age 
superstitions. If you go down for five shillings to look 
at the * College Youths,' you may see one sneaking 
down the court without a tassel to his cap ; another 
with a gold or silver fringe to his velvet trencher ; a 
third lad with a master's gown and hat, walking at ease 
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over the sacred College grass-plats, which common men 
must not tread on. 

He may do it because he is a nobleman. Because a 
lad is a lord, the University gives him a degree at the 
end of two years which another is seven in acquiring. 
Because he is a lord, he has no call to go through an 
examination. Any man who has not been to college 
and back for five shillings, would not believe in such 
distinctions in a place of education, so absurd and 
monstrous do they seem to be. 

The lads with gold and silver lace are sons of rich 
gentlemen, and called Fellow Commoners ; they are 
privileged to feed better than the pensioners, and to 
have wine with their victuals, which the latter can only 
get in their rooms. 

The unlucky boys who have no tassels to their caps, 
are called sizars — servitors at Oxford — (a very pretty and 
gentlemanlike title). A distinction is made in their 
clothes because they are poor ; for which reason they 
wear a badge of poverty and are not allowed to take 
their meals with their fellow-students. 

When this wicked and shameful distinction was set 
up, it was of a piece with all the rest — a part of the 
brutal, unchristian, blundering feudal system. Distinc- 
tions of rank were then so strongly insisted upon, that 
it would have been thought blasphemy to doubt them, as 
blasphemous as it is in parts of the United States now 
for a nigger to set up as the equal of a white man. A 
ruffian like Henry VIH. talked as gravely about the 
divine powers vested in him, as if he had been an inspired 
prophet. A wretch like James L, not only believed 
that there was in himself a particular sanctity, but 
other people believed him. Government regulated the 
length of a merchant's shoes as well as meddled with 
his trade, prices, exports, machinery. It thought itself 
justified in roasting a man for his religion, or pulling a 
Jew's teeth out if he did not pay a contribution, or 
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ordered him to dress in a yellow gabardine, and locked 
him in a particular quarter. 

Now a merchant majr wear what boots he pleases, 
and has pretty nearly acquired the privilege of buying 
and selling without the Government laying its pavrs 
upon the bargain. The stake for heretics is gone ; the 
pillory is taken down ; Bishops are even found lifting 
up their voices against the remains of persecution, and 
ready to do away with the last Catholic Disabilities. 
Sir kobert Peel, though he wished it ever so much, has 
no power over Mr. Benjamin Disraeli's grinders, or any 
means of violently handling that gentleman's jaw. Jews 
are not called upon to wear badges : on the contrary, 
they may live in Piccadilly, or the Minories, according 
to fancy ; they may dress like Christians, and do some- 
times in a most elegant and fashionable manner. 

Why is the poor College servitor to wear that name 
and that badge still ? Because Universities are the last 
places into which reform penetrates. But now that she 
can go to College and back for five shillings, let her 
travel down thither. 




All the men of Saint Boniface will recognise Hugby and 
Crump in these two pictures. They were tutors in our 
time, and Crump is since advanced to be President of 
the College. He was formerly, and is now, a rich 
specimen of a University Snob. 

At five- and -twenty. Crump invented three new 
metres, and published an edition of an exceedingly 
improper Greek Comedy, with no less than twenty 
emendations upon the German text of Schnupfenius and 
Schnapsius. These services to religion instantly pointed 
him out for advancement in the Church, and he is now 
President of Saint Boniface, and very narrowly escaped 
the bench. 

Crump thinks Saint Bonifece the centre of the world, 
and his position as President the highest in England. He 
expects the fellows and tutors to pay him the same sort 
of service that Cardinals pay to the Pope. I am sure 
Crawler would have no objection to carry his trencher, 
or Page to hold up the skirts of his gown as he stalks 
into chapel. He roars out the responses there as if it ^^ 
were an honour to heaven that the President of Saint 
Boniface should take a part in the service, and in his own 
lodge and college acknowledges the Sovereign only as 
his superior. 

When the allied monarchs came down, and were made 
Doctors of the University, a breakfast was given at 
Saint Boniface ; on which occasion Crump allowed the 
Emperor Alexander to walk befdre him, but took the pas 
himself of the King of Prussia and Prince Blucher. He 
was going to put the Hetman Platoff to breakfast at a 
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side-table with the under college tutors; but he was 
induced to relent^ and merely entertained that dis- 
tinguished Cossack with a discourse on his own language, 
in which he showed that the Hetman knew nothing 
about it. 

As for us undergraduates, we scarcely knew more 
about Crump than about the Grand Llama. A few 
fovoured youths are asked occasionally to tea at the 
lodge ; but they do not speak unless first addressed by 
the Doctor ; and if they venture to sit down. Crump's 
follower, Mr. Toady, whispers, * Gentlemen, will you 
have the kindness to get up ? — The President is passing ; ' 
or * Gentlemen, the President prefers that undergraduates 
should not sit down ; * or words to a similar efiect. 

To do Crump justice, he does not cringe now to great 
people. He rather patronises them than otherwise ; and, 
in London, speaks quite affably to a Duke who has been 
brought up at his college, or holds out a finger to a 
Marquis. He does not disguise his own origin, but 
brags of it with considerable self-gratulation : — •I'^was 
a Charity-boy,' says he ; * see what I am now : the 
greatest Greek scnolar of the greatest College of the 
greatest University of the greatest Empire in the world.* 
The argument being, that this is a capital world for 
beggars, because he, being a beggar, has managed to get 
on horseback. 

Hueby owes his eminence to patient merit and 
agreeable perseverance* He is a meek, mild, inoflfensive 
creature, with just enough of scholarship to fit him to 
hold a lecture, or set an examination paper. He rose by 
kindness to the aristocracy. It was wonderfiil to see the 
way in which that poor creature grovelled before a noble- 
man or a lord's nephew, or even some noisy and dis- 
reputable commoner, the friend of a lord. He used to 
give the young noblemen the most painful and elaborate 
breakfaste, and adopt a jaunty genteel air, and talk with 
them (although he was decidedly 8erious)iabout the opera. 
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or the last run with the hounds. It was good to watch 
him in the midst of a circle of young tufts, with his meaii) 
smiling, eager, uneasy familiarity. He used to write home 
confidentisd letters to their parents, and made it his duty 
to call upon them when in town, to condole or rejoice with 
them when a death, birth, or marriage took place in their 
faxailj ; and to feast them whenever they came to the 
University. I recollect a letter lying on a desk in his 
lecture-room for a whole term, beginning, ^ My Lord 
Duke. ' It was to show us that he corresponded with 
such dignities. 

When the late lamented Lord Glenlivat, who broke 
his neck at a hurdle-race, at the premature age of twenty- 
four, was at the University, the amiable young fellow, 
passing to his rooms in the early morning, and seeing 
Hugby's boots at his door, on the same staircase, playfully 
wadded the insides of the boots with cobbler's wax, 
which caused excruciating pains to the Reverend Mr. 
Hugby, when he came to take them off the same 
evening, before dining with the Master of St. Crispin's. 

Everybody gave the credit of this admirable piece of 
fun to Lord Glenlivat's friend. Bob Tizzy, who was 
famous for such feats, and who had already made away 
with the college pump-handle ; filed St. Boniface's nose 
smooth with his face ; carried ofF four images of nigger- 
boys from the tobacconists ; painted the senior proctor's 
horse pea-green, &c. &c. ; and Bob (who was of the 
party certainly, and would not peach) was just on the 
point of incurring expulsion, and so losing the family 
living which was in store for him, when Glenlivat nobly 
stepped forward, owned himself to be the author of the 
delightfuiy^-/f ^j^r/V, apologised to the tutor, and accepted 
the rustication. 

Hugby cried when Glenlivat apologised : if the young 
nobleman had kicked him round the court, I believe the 
tutor would have been happy, so that an apology and a 
reconciliation might subsequently ensue. ^My Lord,* 
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said he, ^ in your conduct on this and all other occasions, 
you have acted as becomes a gentleman ; you have been 
an honour to the University, as you will be to the peerage, 
I am sure, when the amiable vivacity of youth is calmed 
down, and you are called upon to take your proper share 
in the government of the nation/ And when his Lord- 
ship took leave of the University, Hugby presented him 
with a copy of his ^ Sermons to a Nobleman's Family. 
(Hugby was once private tutor to the sons of the Earl of 
MufFborough), which Glenlivat presented in return to 
Mr. William Ramm, known to the fancy as the Tutbury 
Pet, and the sermons now figure on the boudoir-table 
of Mrs. Ramm, behind the bar of her house of entertain- 
ment, ^ The Game Cock and Spurs,' near Woodstock, 
Oxon. 

At the beginning of the long vacation, Hugby comes 
to town, and puts up in handsome lodgings near St. 
James's Square ; rides in the Park in the afternoon ; 
and is delighted to read his name in the morning papers 
among the list of persons present at Muffborough House, 
and the Marquis of Farintosh's evening parties. He is 
a member of Sydney Scraper's Club, where, however, he 
drinks his pint of claret. 

Sometimes you may see him on Sundays, at the hour 
when tavern doors open, whence issue little girls with 
great jugs of porter ; when charity-boys walk the streets, 
bearing brown dishes of smoking shoulders of mutton and 
baked 'taturs ; when Sheeny and Moses are seen smoking 
their pipes before their lazy shutters in Seven Dials ; 
when a crowd of smiling persons in clean outlandish 
dresses, in monstrous bonnets and flaring printed gowns, 
or in crumpled glossy coats and silks that bear the creases 
of the drawers where they have lain all the week, file 
down High Street, — ^sometimes, I say, you may see Hugby 
coming out of the Church of St. Giles*in-the- Fields, with 
a stout gentlewoman leaning on his arm, whose old foce 



ON UNIVERSITY SNOBS 67 

bears an expression of supreme pride and happiness as she 
glances round at all the neighbours, and who faces the 
curate himself, and marches into Holborn, where she pulls 
the bell of a house over which is inscribed * Hugby, 
Haberdasher.' It is the mother of the Rev. F. Hugby, 
as proud of her son in his white choker as Cornelia of her 
jewels at Rome. That is old Hugby bringing up the 
rear with the Prayer-books, and Betsy Hugby the old 
maid, his daughter,' — old Hugby, Haberdasher and 
Churchwarden. 

In the front room upstairs, where the dinner is laid out, 
there is a picture of MufiFborough Castle ; of the Earl of 
Muffborough, K.X., Lord-Lieutenant for Diddlesex ; an 
engraving, from an almanac, of Saint Boniface College, 
Oxon ; and a sticking-plaster portrait of Hugby when 
young, in a cap and gown. A copy of his ^ Sermons to a 
Nobleman's Family' is on the book-shelf, by the ' Whole 
Duty of Man,' the Reports of the Missionary Societies, 
and the 'Oxford University Calendar.' Old Hugby 
knows part of this by heart ; every living belonging to 
Saint Boniface, and the name of every tutor, fellow, 
nobleman, and undergraduate. 

He used to go to meeting and preach himself, until his 
son took orders ; but of late the old gentleman has been 
accused of Puseyism, and is quite pitiless against the 
Dissenters. 




I SHOULD like to fill several volumes with accounts of 
various University Snobs ; so fond are my reminiscences 
of them, and so numerous are they. I should like to 
speak, above all, of the wives and daughters of some of 
the Professor-Snobs : their amusements, habits, jealousies ; 
their innocent artifices to entrap young men ; their 
picnics, concerts, and evening parties. I wonder what 
has become of Emily Blades, daughter of Blades, the 
Professor of the Mandingo language ? I remember her 
shoulders to this day, as she sat in the midst of a crowd 
of about seventy young gentlemen, from Corpus and 
Catherine Hall, entertaining them with ogles and French 
songs on the guitar. Are you married, fair Emily of the 
shoulders ? What beautiful ringlets those were that used 
to dribble over them ! — what a waist ! — what a killing 
sea-green shot-silk gown ! — what a cameo, the size of a 
muffin ! There were thirty-six young men of the 
University in love at one time with Emily Blades : and 
no words are sufficient to describe the pity, the sorrow, 
the deep deep commiseration — the rage, fury, and un- 
charitableness, in other words — with which the Miss 
Trumps (daughters of Trumps, the Professor of 
Phlebotomy) regarded her, because she didn^t squint, and 
because she wasnU marked with the small-pox. 

As for the young University Snobs, I am getting 
too old, now, to speak of such very familiarly. My 
recollections of them lie in the far far past — almost as far 
back as Pelham's time. 

68 
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We then used to consider Snobs raw-looking lads, who 
never missed chapel ; who wore highlows and no straps ; 
who walked two hours on the Trumpington road tvtty 
day of their lives ; who carried ofF the college scholar- 
ships, and who over-rated themselves in hall. We were 
premature in pronouncing our verdict of vouthful 
Snobbishness. The man without straps fulfilled his 
destiny and duty. He eased his old governor, the curate 
in Westmoreland, or helped his sisters to set up the 
ladies' school. He wrote a ^ Dictionary/ or a ' Treatise 
on Conic Sections/ as his nature and genius prompted. 
He got a fellowship : and then took to himself a wife, 
and a living. He presides over a parish now, and 
thinks it rather a dashing thing to belong to the 
^ Oxford and Cambridge Club ; ' and his parishioners 
love htm, and snore under his sermons. No, no, he is 
not a Snob. It is not straps that make the gentleman, 
or highlows that unmake him, be they ever so thick. 
My son, it is you who are the Snob if you lightly despise 
a man for doing his duty, and refuse to shake an honest 
man's hand because it wears a Berlin glove. 

We then used to consider it not the least vulgar for a 
parcel of lads who had been whipped three months 
previous, and were not allowed more than three-glasses of 
port at home, to sit down to pineapples and ices at each 
other's rooms, and fuddle themselves with champagne and 
claret. 

One looks back to what was called ^a wine-partyi' 
with a sort of wonder. Thirty lads round a table 
covered with bad sweetmeats, drinking bad wines, telling 
bad stories, singing bad songs over and over again. 
Milk punch — smoking — ghastly headache — frightful 
spectacle of dessert-table next morning, and smell of 
tobacco— -your guardian, the clergyman, dropping in, in 
the midst of this — expecting to find you deep in Algebra, 
and discovering the gyp administering soda-water. 

There were young men who despised the lads who 
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induleed in the coarse hospitalities of ^wine-parties, who 
prided themselves on giving rAhercMlittle French dinners. 
Both wine-party^givers and dinner-givers were Snobs. 

There were what used to be called * dressy ' Snobs :— 
Jimmy, who might be seen at five o'clock elaborately 
rigged out, with a camellia in his button-hole, glazed 
boots, and fresh kid-gloves twice a day ; — Jessamy, who 
was conspicuous for his ^jewellery/ — a young donkey, 
glittering all over with chains, rings, and shirt-studs ;— 
Jacky, who rode every day solemnly on the Blenheim 
Road, in pumps and white silk stockings, with his hair 
curled, — all three of whom flattered themselves they gave 
laws to the University about dress — all three most odious 
varieties of Snobs. 

Sporting Snobs of course there were, and are always — 
those happy beings in whom Nature has implanted a love 
of slang : who loitered about the horsekeeper's stables, 
and drove the London coaches — a stage in and out — and 
might be seen swaggering through the courts in pink of 
early mornings, and indulged in dice and blind-hookey 
at nights, and never missed a race or a boxing-match ; 
and rode flat-races, and kept bull-terriers. Worse Snobs 
even than these were poor miserable wretches who did 
not like hunting at all, and could not afford it, and were 
in mortal fear at a two-foot ditch ; but who hunted 
because Glenlivat and Cinqbars hunted. The Billiard 
Snob and the Boating Snob were varieties of these, and 
are to be found elsewhere than in universities. 

Then there were Philosophical Snobs, who Used to ape 
statesmen at the spouting clubs, and who believed as a 
fact that Government always had an eye on the University 
for the selection of orators for the House of Commons. 
There were audacious young free-thinkers, who adored 
nobody or nothing, except perhaps Robespierre and the 
Koran, and panted for the day when the pale name of 
priest should shrink and dwindle away before the indigna- 
tion of an enlightened world. 
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But the worst of all University Snobs are those un- 
fortunates who go to rack and ruin from their desire to 
ape their betters. Smith becomes acquainted with great 
people at College, and is ashamed of his father the trades- 
man. Jones has fine acquaintances, and lives after their 
fashion like a gay free-hearted fellow as he is, and ruins 
his &ther, and robs his sister's portion, and cripples his 
younger brother's outset in life, for the pleasure of 
entertaining my lord, and riding by the side of Sir John. 
And though it may be very good fun for Robinson to 
fuddle himself at hdme as he does at College, and to be 
brought home by the policeman he has just been trying to 
knodic down — think what fiin it is for the poor old soul 
his mother ! — the half-pay captain's widow, who has 
been pinching herself all her life long, in order that that 
jolly young fellow might have a University education. 



CHAPTER XVI 

ON LITERARY SNOBS 

What will he say about Literary Snobs ? has been a 
question, I make no doubt, often asked by the public. 
How can he let ofiF his own profession? Will that 
truculent I and unsparing monster who attacks the 
nobility, the clergy, the army, and the ladies, indis- 
criminately, hesitate when the turn comes to igorger his 
own flesh and blood ? 

My dear and excellent querist, whom does the school- 
master flog so resolutely as his own son ? Didn't Brutus 
chop his offspring's head off? You have a very bad 
opinion indeed of the present state of literature and of 
literary men, if you fancy that any one of us would 
hesitate to stick a knife into his neighbour penman, if 
the latter's death could do the State any service. 

But the fact is, that in the literary profession there 
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AR£ NO SNOBS. Look round at the whole body of British 
men of letters, and I defy you to point out among them 
a single instance of vulgarity, or envy, or assumption. 

Men and women, as far as I have known them, they 
are all modest in their demeanour, elegant in their 
manners, spotless in their lives, and honourable in their 
conduct to the world and to each other. You tnay^ 
occasionally, it is true, hear one literary man abusing his 
brother : but why ? Not in the least out of malice ; 
not at all from envy ; merely from a sense of truth and 
public duty. Suppose, for instance, I good-naturedly 
point out a blemish in my friend Mr. Punches person, 
and say, Mr. P. has a hump-back, and his nose and chin 
are more crooked than those features in the Apollo or 
Antinous, which we are accustomed to consider as our 
standards of beauty : does this argue malice on my part 
towards Mr. Punch ? Not in the least. It is the critic's 
duty to point out defects as well as merits, and he 
invariably does his duty with the utmost gentleness and 
candour. 

An intelligent foreigner's testimony about our 
manners is always worth having, and I think, in this 
respect, the work of an eminent American, Mr. N. P. 
Willis, is eminently valuable and impartial. In his 
* History of Ernest Clay,* a crack magazine- writer, the 
reader will get an exact account of the life of a popular 
man of letters in England. He is always the great lion of 
society. 

He takes the pas of dukes and earls ; all the nobility 
crowd to see him : I forget how many baronesses and 
duchesses fall in love with him. But on this subject let us 
hold our tongues. Modesty forbids that we should reveal 
the names of the heart-broken countesses and dear 
marchionesses who are pining for every one of the 
contributors in Punch. 

If anybody wants to know how intimately authors are 
connected with the fashionable world, they have but to 
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read the genteel novels. What refinement and delicacy 
pervades the works of Mrs. Barnaby I What delightful 
good company do you meet with in Mrs. Armytage ! 
She seldom introduces you to anybody under a marquis ! 
I don't know anything more delicious than the pictures 
of genteel life in 'Ten Thousand a Year,' except 
perhaps the ' Young Duke/ and < Coningsby.' There's 
a modest grace about theniy and an air of easy high 
fashion, which only belongs to blood, my dear sir — to 
true blood. 

And what linguists many of our writers are ! Lady 
Bulwer, Lady Londonderry, Sir Edward himself — they 
write the French language with a luxurious elegance 
and ease which sets them far above their continental 
rivals, of whom not one (except Paul de Kock) 
knows a word of English. 

And what Briton can read without enjoyment the 
works of James, so admirable for terseness ; and the 
playful humour and dazzling off-hand lightness of 
Ainsworth? Among other humourists, one mi^ht 
glance at a Jerrold, the chivalrous advocate of Toryism 
and Church and State j an a Beckett, with a lightsome 
pen, but a savage earnestness of purpose ; a Jeames, 
whose pure style, and wit unmingled with buffx>nery, 
was relished by a congenial public. 

Speaking of critics, perhaps there never was a review 
that has done so much for literature as the admirable 
^arterly. It has its prejudices, to be sure, as which of 
us has not ? It goes out of its way to abuse a great 
man, or lays mercilessly on to such pretenders as Keats 
and Tennyson ; but, on the other hand, it is the friend 
of all young authors, and has marked and nurtured all 
the rising talent of the country. It is loved by every- 
body. There, again, is Blackwooa's Alagazine — con- 
spicuous for modest elegance and amiable satire ; that 
review never passes the bounds of politeness in a joke. 
It is the arbiter of manners ; and, while gently exposing 
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the foibles of Londoners (for whom the beaux esprits of 
Edinburgh entertain a justifiable contempt), it is never 
coarse in its fun. The fiery enthusiasm of the Athmaum 
is well known ; and the bitter wit of the too difficult 
Literary Gaxette. The Examiner is perhaps too timid, 
and the Spectator too boisterous in its praise — but who 
can carp at these minor faults ? No, no ; the critics of 
England and the authors of England are unrivalled as a 
body ; and hence it becomes impossible for us to find 
fault with them. 

Above all, I never knew a man of letters ashamed of 
his profession. Those who know us, know what an 
affectionate and brotherly spirit there is among us all. 
Sometimes one of us rises in the world : we never attack 
him or sneer at him under those circumstances, but 
rejoice to a man at his success. If Jones dines with a 
lord, Smith never says Jones is a courtier and cringer. 
Nor, on the other hand, does Jones, who is in the habit 
of frequenting the society of great people, give himself 
any airs on account of the company he keeps ; but will 
leave a duke's arm in Pall Mall to come over and speak 
to poor Brown, the young penny-a-liner. 

That sense of equality and fraternity amongst authors 
has always struck me as one of the most amiable char- 
acteristics of the class. It is because we know and 
respect each other, that the world respects us so much ; 
that we hold such a good position in society, and demean 
ourselves so irreproachably when there. 

Literary persons are held in such esteem by the 
nation, that about two of them have been absolutely 
invited to Court during the present reign ; and it is 
probable that towards the end of the season, one or two 
will be asked to dinner by Sir Robert Peel. 

They are such favourites with the public, that they 
are continually obliged to have their pictures taken and 
published : and one or two could be pointed out, of 
whom the nation insists upon having a fresh portrait every 
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year. Nothing can be more gratifying than this proof 
of the affectionate regard which the people has for its 
instructors. 

Literature is held in such honour in England, that there 
is a sum of near twelve hundred pounds per annum set 
apart to pension deserving persons following that profession . 
And a great compliment this is, too, to the professors, 
and a proof of their generally prosperous and flourishing 
condition. They are generally so rich and thrifty, that 
scarcely any money is wanted to help them. 

If every word of this is true, how, I should like to 
know, am I to write about Literary Snobs ? 



CHAPTER XVII 

ON LITERARY SNOBS 

In a Utter from ^one of themselves * to Mr. Smithy the 

celebrated penny-a-liner. 

My dear Smith, — Of the many indignant remonstrants 
who have written regarding the opinion expressed in the 
last lecture, that there were no Snobs in the Literary 
Profession, I have thought it best to address you person- 
ally, andy through you, the many gentlemen who are 
good enough to point out instances of literary characters 
whom they are pleased to think have the best claim to 
the rank of Snob. ^Have you read poor Theodore 
Crook's Life, as given in the ^arterly ? * asks one ; * and 
does anv one merit the title of Snob more than that 
poor fellow ? ' ' What do you say to Mrs. Cruor's 
novels, and Mrs. Wollop's works of fashionable fiction ? ' 
writes (Some misogynist. ^ Was not Tom Macau a Snob 
when he dated from Windsor Castle ? ' asks a third. A 
fourth — who is evidently angry on a personal matter, 
and has met with a slight from Tom Fustian since he 
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has come into his fortune — begs us to show up that 
celebrated literary man. ^ What do you say to Crawley 
Spoker, the man who doesn't know where Bloomsbury 
Square is — the Marquis of Borgia's friend ? ' writes an 
angry patriot, with the Great Russell Street postmark. 
' What do you say to Bendigo de Minories i ' demands 
another curious inquirer. 

I think poor Crook's Life a wholesome one. It 
teaches you not to put your trust in great people — in 
great, splendid, and titled Snobs. It shows what the 
relations between the poor Snob and the rich Snob are. 
Go to a great man's table, dear Smith, and know your 
place there. Cut jokes, make songs, grin and chatter 
for him as his monkey does, and amuse him, and eat 
your victuals, and elbow a Duchess, and be thankful, 
you rogue ! Isn't it pleasant to read your name among 
the fashionables in the papers ? — Lord Hookham, Lord 
Charles Snivey, Mr. Smith. 

Mrs. Cruor's works and Mrs. WoUop's novels are 
also wholesome, if not pleasant reading. For these 
ladies, moving at the tip-top of fashion, as they un- 
doubtedly do, and giving accurate pictures of the genteel, 
serve to warn many honest* people who might otherwise 
be taken in, and show Ashionable life to be so utterly 
stupid, mean, tedious^ drivelling, and vulgar, as to 
reconcile spirits otherwise discontented to mutton and 
Bloomsbury Square. 

As for the Right Honourable Mr. Macau — I perfectly 
well recollect the noise which was made about that 
Right Honourable gentleman's audacity in writing a 
letter from Windsor Castle, and think — that he was a 
Snob for putting such an address to his letter ? — No ; 
only that the Public was a Snob for making such a 
pother about it, — the public — that looks at Windsor 
Castle with terror, and thinks it blasphemy to speak 
familiarly about it. 

In the first place, Mu Macau was there, and therefore 
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could not be anywhere else. Why should he, then, 
being at one place, date his letter from any other? 
Then, I conceive, he has as good a right to be in 
Windsor Castle as the Royal Albert himself. Her 
Majesty (be it spoken with the respect that so awfiil a 
theme merits !) is the august housekeeper of that public 
residence. Part of her royal duty is a gracious hospi- 
tality and reception of the chief officers of the nation ; 
therefore I opine that Mr. Macau has as good a right to 
his apartment at Windsor Castle as to his red box in 
Downing Street ; and had no call to go to Windsor in 
secret, or to be ashamed of going thither, or to conceal 
his residence there. 

As for honest Tom Fustian, who has cut ' Libertas * 
— ^ Libertas ' must suffer under the calamity — ^until Tom 
publishes another novel ; about a month before which 
time, Libertas, as critic of the Weekly Tamahawky will 
probably receive a most affectionate invitation to 
Fustianville Lodge. About this time Mrs. Fustian will 
call upon Mrs. Libertas (in her yellow chariot lined with 
pink, and a green hammercloth) and make the tenderest 
inquiries about the dear little children. All this is very 
well, but Libertas should understand his place in the 
world ; an author is made use of when wanted, and then 
dropped ; he must consent to mix with the genteel 
world upon these conditions, and Fustian belongs to the 
world now that he has a yellow chariot and pink lining. 
All the world cannot be expected to be so generous as 
the Marquis of Borgia, Spoker's friend. That was a 
generous and high*minded nobleman — a real patron if 
not of letters at least of literary men. My Lord left 
Spoker almost as much money as he left to Centsuisse, 
his valet — forty or fifty thousand pounds apiece to both 
of the honest fellows. And they deserved it. There 
are some things, dear Smith, that Spoker knows ; though 
he doesrtt know where Bloomsbury Square is-«and some 
very queer places too. 
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And, finally, concerning young Ben de Minories. 
What right have I to hold up that famous literary man 
as a specimen of the great Britannic Literary Snob ? 
Mr. De Minories is not only a man of genius (as you 
are, my dear Smith, though your washer-woman duns 
you for her little bill), but he has achieved those 
advantages of wealth which you have not, and we should 
respect him as our chief and representative in the circles 
of the fashion. When the Choctaw Indians were here 
some time ago, who was the individual whose self and 
house were selected to be shown to those amiable 
foreigners as models of the establishment and the person 
of ^an English gentleman'? Of all England, De 
Minories was the man that was selected by Government 
as the reprcsenutive of the British Aristocracy. I know 
it's true. I saw it in the papers : and a nation never 
paid a higher compliment to a literary man. 

And I like to see him in his public position — a quill- 
driver, like one of us — I like to see him because he 
makes our profession respected. For what do we admire 
Shakespeare so much as for his wondrous versatility I 
He must have been everything he describes : FalstafF, 
Miranda, Caliban, Marc Antony, Ophelia, Justice 
Shallow — and so I say De Minories must know more of 
politics than any man, for he has been (or has offered to 
be) everything. In the morning of life Joseph and 
Daniel were sponsors for the blushing young neophyte, 
and held him up at the font of freedom. It would make 
a pretty picture ! Circumstances occasioned him to 
quarrel with the most venerable of his godfathers, and to 
modify the opinions advanced on the generosity of his 
youth. Would he have disliked a place under the 
Whigs ? Even with them, it is said, the young patriot 
was ready to serve his country. Where would Peel be 
now had he known his value ? I turn from the harroife- 
ing theme, and depict to myself the disgust of the 
Romans when Coriolanus encamped before the Porta del 
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Popolo, and the mortification of Francis the First when 
he saw the Constable Bourbon opposite to him at Pavia. 
' Raro antecedentem, &c., deseruit pede Poena claudo ' 
(as a certain poet remarks); and I declare I know 
nothing more terrible than Peel, at the catastrophe of a 
sinister career — Peel writhing in torture, with Nemesis 
de Minories down upon him ! 

I know nothing in Lempriere's Dictionary itself more 
terrific than that picture of godlike vengeance. What ! 
Peel thought to murder Canning, did he i and to escape 
because the murder was done twenty years ago ? No, 
no. What ! Peel thought to repeal the Corn Laws, did 
he ? In the first place, before Corn bills or Irish bills 
are ^settled let us know who was it that killed Lord 
George Bentinck's ' relative ' ? Let Peel answer for 
that murder to the country, to the weeping and 
innocent Lord George, and to Nemesis de Minories, his 
champion. 

I odl his interference real chivalry. I regard Lord 
George's aficction for his uncle-in-law as the most 
elegant and amiable of the qualities of that bereaved 
young nobleman — and I am proud, dear Smith, to think 
that it is a man of letters who backs him in his dis- 
interested feud ; that if Lord George is the head of the 
great English country party, it is a man of letters who is 
viceroy over him. Happy country ! to have such a pair 
of saviours. Happy Lord George ! to have such a friend 
and patron — happy men of letters ! to have a man out 
of their ranks the chief and saviour of the nation. 




I don't know where the Snob-Amateur finds more 
specimens of his favourite species than in the political 
world. Whig Snobs, Tory and Radical Snobs, Con- 
servative and Young England Snobs, Official and 
Parliamentary Snobs, Diplomatic Snobs, and About-the- 
Court Snobs present themselves to the imagination in 
numberless and graceful varieties, so that I scarcely know 
which to show up first. 

My private friends are aware that I have an aunt who 
is a Duchess, and, as such. Lady of the Powder-Closet ; 
and that my cousin. Lord Peter, is Pewter-Stick in 
Waiting and Groom of the Dust-Pan. Had these dear 
relatives been about to hold their positions, nothing 
would have induced me to be savage upon that dismad 
branch of the political Snobs to which they belong ; but 
her Grace and Lord Peter are going out with the present 
administration ; and perhaps it will alleviate the bitter- 
ness occasioned by their own resignation, if we have a 
little fun and abuse of their successors. 

This is written before the Ministerial changes are 
avowed ; but I hear in the best society (indeed, Tom 
Spiffle told me at the Baron de Houndsditch's dijeuner at 
Twickenham last week) that Lionel Rampant succeeds 
to my cousin Peter's Pewter-Stick ; Tofly is next to 
certain of the Dust-Pan ; whilst the Powder-Closet has 
been positively promised to Lady Gules. 

What the deuce can her ladyship want with such a 
place ? is a question which suggests itself to my simple 

So 
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mind. If I had thirty thousand a year, if I had gouty 
feet (though this is a profound secret), and an amiable 
epileptic husband at home like Lord Gules, and a choice 
of town and country houses, parks, castles, villas, books, 
cooksy carriages, and other enjoyments and amusements, 
would I become a sort-of-a-kind of a what-d'ye-call-'em 
— of an upper servant, in fact — to a personage ever so 
illustrious and beloved? Would I forsake my natural 
rest, my home and society, my husband, family, and 
independence, to take charge of any powder-puff in any 
establishment; to speak under my breath, to stand up 
for hours before any young prince, however exalted? 
Would I consent to ride backwards in a carriage, when 
the delicacy of my constitution rendered that mode of 
tr«jisit peculiarly odious to me, because there was a 
scutcheon, surmounted by an imperial crown, on the 
panels, of which the chief was a field or with three lions 
gules? No. I would yield in afiection for my Institu- 
tions to none ; but I would cultivate my loyalty, and 
respect my Crown de loin. For, say what you will, there 
is always something ludicrous and mean in the character 
of a flunkey. About a neat-handed Pfaillis, who lays 
your table and brushes your carpet without pretension ; 
a common servant who brushes your boots and waits 
behind your chair in his natural and badly-made black 
coat, there is no absurdity or incongruity ; but when you 
get to a glorified flunkey in lace, plush, and aiguillettes, 
wearing a bouquet that nobody wears, a powdered head 
that nobody wears, a gilt cockea-hat only fit for a baboon, 
— I say the well-constituted man can't help grinning at 
this foolish, monstrous, useless, shameful caricature of a 
man which Snobbishness has set up to worship it; to 
straddle behind its carriage with preternatural calves ; to 
carry its prayer-book to church in a velvet bag ; to hand 
it little three-cornered notes, bowing solemnly over a 
silver tea-tray, &c. There is something shameful and 
foolish, I say, in John as at present constituted. 
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We can't be men and brothers as long as the poor 
devil is made to antic before us in his present fashion — 
as long as the unfortunate wretch is not allowed to see 
the insult passed upon him by that ridiculous splendour. 
This reform must be done. We have abolished negro 
slavery. John must now be emancipated from plush. And 
I expect that flunkeys imborn will thank and bless Punch ; 
and if he has not a niche beside William Wilberforce in 
the Palace of Westminster^ at least he ought to have a 
statue in the waiting-room where the servants assemble. 

And if John is ridiculous^ is not a Pewter-stick in 
waiting? If John in his yellow plush inexpressibles 
dangling behind my lady's carriage, or sauntering up and 
down before Saint James's Palace while his mistress is 
spreading out her train at the Drawing-room is an object 
of the saddest contempt, poor fellow, of the most ludicrous 
splendour — one of t,he most insane and foolish live 
caricatures which this present age exhibits — is my Lord 
Peter the Pewter-Stick far behind him ? And do you 
think, my dear sir, that the public will bear this kind of 
thing for many centuries longer ? How long do you 
suppose Court Circulars will last, and those tawdry old- 
world humiliating ceremonials which they chronicle? 
When I see a body of beefeaters in laced scarlet ; a parcel 
of tradesmen dressed up as soldiers, and calling themselves 
Gentlemen Pensioners, and what not ; a theatre manager 
(though this I acknowledge, by the way, is seldom 
enough) grinning before Majesty with a pair of candles, 
and walking backwards, in a Tom-Fool's coat, with a 
sword entangling his wretched legs ; a bevy of pompous 
officers of the household bustling and strutting and clear- 
ing the way — am I filled with awe at the august 
ceremony ? Ought it to inspire respect ? It is no more 
genuine than the long faces of mutes at a funeral — ^no 
more real than Lord George Bentinck's grief about Mr. 
Canning, let us say. What is it makes us all laugh at 
the picture in the last number (which picture is alone 
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worth the price of the volume), of ' Punch Presenting 
y* Tenth Volume to y* Queene'*? The admirable 
manner in which the Gothic art and ceremony b 
ridiculed ; the delightful absurdity and stiffness ; the 
outrageous aping of decorum; the cumbrous ludicrous 
nonsensical splendour. Well : the real pageant is 
scarcely less absurd — the Chancellor's wig and mace 
almost as old and foolish as the Jester's cap and bauble. 
Why is any Chancellor, any Stage-Manager, any 
Pewter-Stick, any John called upon to dress himself in 
any fancy dress, or to wear any badge ? I respect my 
Bishop of London, my Right Reverend Charles James, 
just as much since he left off" a wig as I did when he 
wore one. I should believe in the sincerity of his piety, 
even though a John, in purple raiment (looking like a 
sort of half-pay Cardinal), didn^t carry his lordship's 
prayer-books in a bag after him to the Chapel Royad ; 
nor do I think Ro^ty would suffer, or Loyalty be 
diminished, if Gold, Silver, and Pewter-Sticks were 
melted, and if the grandes charges d la Cour — Ladies of 
the Powder-Closet, Mistresses of the Pattens, and the 
like, were abolished in sacula sacubrum. 

And I would lay a wager, that by the time Punch has 
published his eightieth volume, the ceremonies whereof 
we have here been treating will be as dead as the Corn 
Laws, and the nation will bless Punch and Peel for 
destroying both. 




We don't know — ^we are too modest to calculate (every 
man who sends in his contributions to Mr. Punch's 
broad sheet is modest) the efiect of our works, and the 
influence which they may have on society and the 
world. 

Two instances — d propos of the. above statement of 
opinion — occurred last week. My dear friend and 
fellow-contributor Jones (I shall call him Jones, though 
his patronymic is one of the most distinguished in this 
Empire) wrote a paper entitled ^ Black Monday,' in 
which the claims of the Whigs to oflice were impartially 
set forth, and their title to heaven-bom statesmanship 
rather sceptically questioned. The sic vos non vobis 
was Jones's argument. The Whigs don't roam the 
fields and buzz from flower to flower, as the industrious 
bees do ; but they take possession of the hives and the 
honey. The Whigs don't build the nests like the 
feathered songsters of the grove, but they come in for 
those nests and the eggs which they contain. They 
magnanimously reap what the nation sows, and are 
perfectly contented with their mode of practice, and 
think the country ought to love and admire them 
excessively for condescending to take advantage of its 
labour. 

This was Jones's argument. * You let Cobden do all 
the work,' says he, * and having done it, you appropriate 
the proceeds calmly to yourselves, and offer him a 
fifteenth-rate place in your sublime corps.' Jones was 
speaking of the first and abortive attempt of the Whigs 
to take office last year : when they really oflFered 
Richard Cobden a place something better than that of a 

84 
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Doiirning Street messenger; and actually were good 
enough to propose that he should enjoy some such 
official dignity as that of carrying Lord Tom Noddy's 
red box. 

What ensued last week, when Peel gave in his adhesion 

to Free Trade, and meekly resigning his place and 

eoioluinents, wsdked naked out of office into private 

life i John Russell and Company stepped in to assume 

those garments which, according to that illustrious 

English gentleman, the Member for Shrewsbury, the 

Right Honourable Baronet had originally ^conveyed' 

from the Whigs, but which (according to Jones and 

every contributor to Punch) the Whigs themselves 

had abstracted from Richard Cobden, Charles Villiers, 

John Bright, and others, — what, I say, ensued ? Dare 

you come forward, O Whigs? Jones exclaimed. — O 

Whig Snobs ! I cry out with all my heart, you put 

Richard Cobden and his fellows into the rear rank, and 

claimed the victory which was won by other and better 

swords than your puny twiddling Court blades ever 

were ! Do you mean to say that you are to rule ; and 

Cobden is to be held of no account ? It was thus that 

at a contest for Shrewsbury, more severe than any Mr. 

B. Disraeli ever encountered, one Falstaff came forward 

and claimed to have slain Hotspur, when the noble 

Harry had run him through. It was thus in France 

that some dandified representatives of the people looked 

on when Hoche or Bonaparte won the victories of the 

Republic. 

What took place in consequence of Punches 
remonstrance ? The Whigs offered a seat in the Cabinet 
to Richard Cobden. With humble pride, I say, as a 
member of the Punch administration, that a greater 
compliment was never offered to our legislatorial body. 
And now with respect to my own little endeavour to 
advance our country's weal. Those who remember the 
last week's remarks on Political Snobs must recollect the 
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similitude into which, perforce, we entered — the com- 
parison of the British Flunkey with the Court Flunkey 
— the great official Household Snob. Poor John in 
his outrageous plush and cocked-hat, with his absurd 
uniform, facings, aiguillettes ; with his cocked-hat, 
bag'-wig, and powder ; with his amazing nosegay in his 
bosom, was compared to the First Lord of the Dustpan, 
or the Head Groom of the Pantry, and the motto 
enforced on the mind was, ^Am I not a man and a 
brother ? ' 

The result of this good-humoured and elegant piece 
of satire is to be found in the Times newspaper of Saturday, 
the 4th July : — 

^We understand that situations in the Household have 
been offered to his grace the Duke of Stilton, and his grace 
the Duke of Doublegloucester. Their graces have declined 
the honour which was proposed to them, but have nevertheless 
signified their intention of supporting publicly the new 
administration.' 

Could a public writer have a greater triumph ? I make 
no manner of doubt that the Dukes alluded to have, 
upon perusal and consideration ^f the last chapter of 
Snobs, determined that they will wear no livery, how- 
ever august ; that they will take no service, however 
majestic, but content themselves with the modesty of 
their independence, and endeavour to live reputably upon 
five hundred or a thousand pounds per diem. If Punch 
has been able to eiiect these reforms in a single week — 
to bring the great Whig party to acknowledge that there 
are, after all, as great, nay, better men than they in this 
wicked world — to induce the great Whig magnates to 
see that servitude — servitude to the greatest Prince out 
of the smallest and most illustrious Court in Deutschland 
— does not become their station, — why, we are balked of 
the best part of our article on Whig onobs. The paper 
is already written. 
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Perhaps the race is extinct (or on the verge of 

extinction), with its progeny of puny philosophers, and 

dandy patriots, and polite philanthropists, and fond 

believers in House of Commons traditions. Perhaps My 

Lord and Sir Thomas will condescend, from their parks 

and halls, to issue manifestoes to the towns and villages, 

and say, ' We approve of the wishes of the people to be 

represented. We think that their grievances are not 

without foundation, and we place ourselves at their head 

in our infinite wisdom, in order to overcome the Tories, 

their enemies and our own.' Perhaps, I say, the 

magnificent Whigs have at last discovered that without 

a regiment, volunteer officers, ever so bedizened with gold 

lace, are not particularly efficient ; that without a ladder 

even the most aspiring Whigs cannot climb to eminence ; 

that the nation, in a word, no more cares for the Whigs 

than it cares for the Stuart dynasty, or for the Heptarchy, 

or for George Canning, who passed away some few 

hundred years afterwards ; or for any collapsed tradition. 

The Whigs? Charles Fox was a great man in his 

time, and so were the archers with their long-bows at 

Agincourt. But gunpowder is better. The world keeps 

moving. The great time-stream rushes onward ; and 

just now a few little Whigling heads and bodies are 

bobbing and kicking on the surface. 

My dearest friend, the period of submersion comes, 
and down they go, down among the dead men, and what 
need have we to act as humanity-men, and hook out their 
poor little bodies ? 

A paper about Whig Snobs is therefore absurd ! 



CHAPTER XX 

ON CONSERVATIVE OR COUNTRY-PARTY SNOBS 



In the whole Court of King Charles there was no more 
chivalrous and loyal a Conservative than Sir Greofifrey 
Hudson, Knight ; who, though not much bigger than a 
puppy dos, was as brave as the biggest lion, and was 
ready to nght anybody of any stature. Of the same 
valour and intrepidity was the ingenious hidalgo Don 
Quixote of La Mancha, who would level his lance, cry 
bis war-cry, and gallop at a windmill, if he mistook it 
for a giant or any other nuisance ; and though nobody 
ever said that the Don's wits were of the sound order — 
every one acknowledged his courage and constancy, his 
gentle bearing, and purity of purpose. 

We all of us have a compassionate sweetness of temper 
for all half-witted persons — for all ludicrous poor dwarfs 
engaged in enterprises utterly beyond their ability ; for 
all poor blind, cracked, honest idiots, who fancy that 
they are heroes or commanders or emperors or champions 
— when they are only a little way removed ^from a 
8 trait- waistcoat, and barely tolerated at large. 

In regard of Political Snobs, the more I consider them 
the more this feeling of compassion predominates, until, 
were all the papers upon Snobs to be written in the same 
key, we should have, instead of a lively and fecetious series 
of essays, a collection that would draw tears even from 
undertakers, and would be about as jovial as Doctor 
Dodd's * Prison Thoughts • or Law's * Serious Call.' We 
cannot afford (I think) to scorn and laugh at Political 
Snobs ; only to pity them. There is Peel. If ever there 
was a Political Snob-^a dealer in cant and commonplaces 
— an upholder of shams and a pompous declaimer of 
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humbugs — Heaven knows he was a Snob. But he repents 
and shows signs of grace : he comes down on his knees 
and confesses his errors so meekly, that we are melted at 
once. We take him into our arms and say, ' Bobby my 
boy, let bygones be bygones; it is never too late to 
repent. Come and join us, and don't make Latin 
quotations, or vent claptraps about your own virtue and 
consistency ; or steal anybody's clothes any more.' We 
receive him, and protect him from the Snobs, his ex- 
companions, who are howling without, and he is as safe 
in Judy's arms as in his mamma's. 

Then there are the Whigs. They rejoice in power j 
they have got what they panted for — that possession in 
Downing Street for which, to hear some of them, you 
would have fancied they were destined by Heaven. Well 
— now they are in place — to do them justice they are 
comporting themselves with much meekness. They are 
giving a share of their good things to Catholics as well as 
Protestants. They don't say, ' No Irish need apply,* but 
enliven the Cabinet with a tolerable sprinkling of the 
brogue. Lord John comes before his constituents with a 
humble and contrite air, and seems to say, ^ Gentlemen ! 
Although the Whigs are great, there is something, after 
all, greater — I mean the People, whose servants we have 
the honour to be, and for whose welfare we promise to 
work zealously.' Under such dispositions, who can be 
angry with Whig Snobs? — only a misanthropic ruffian 
who never took in a drop of the milk of human kindness. 

Finally, there are the Conservative, or — as the poor 
devils call themselves now — the Country- Party Snobs. 
Can anybody be angry with themf Can any one 
consider Don Quixote an accountable being, or feel 
alarmed by Geonrey Hudson's demeanour when he arms 
in a fury and threatens to run you through ? 

I had gone down last week (for the purpose of 
meditating, at ease and in fresh air, upon our great subject 
of Snobs) to a secluded spot called the Tra&lgar Hotel, 
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at Greenwich, when, interrupted by the arrival of many 
scores of most wholesome*looking men, in red faces and 
the direst of linen, I asked Augustus Frederick, the 
waiter, what this midtitude was that was come down to 
create a scarcity amongst the whitebait i ^ Don't you 
know, sir ? * says he ; ' it's the Countrt-P arty/ And 
so it was. The real, original, imbending, no^urrender 
aristocrats ; the men of the soil ; our old old leaders ; 
our Plantagenets ; our Somersets; our Disraelis; our 
Hudsons ; and our Stanleys. They have turned out in 
force, and for another struggle; they have taken ^the 
Rupert of debate,' Geoffrey Stanley, for leader, and set 
up their standard of ^ No Surrender ' on Whitebait HiU. 

As long as we have Cromwell and the Ironsides, the 
honest Country-Party are always welcome to Rupert and 
the Cavaliers. Besides, hasn't the member for Pontefract * 
come over to us ? and isn't it all up with the good old 
cause now he has left it ? 

My heart then, far from indulging in rancour towards 
those poor creatures, indulged only in the softest emotions 
in their behalf; I blessed them as they entered the 
dinner-room by twos and threes, as they consigned their 
hats to the waiters with preternatural solemnity, and 
rushed in to conspire. Worthy, chivalrous, and mistaken 
Snobs, I said, mentally. ^Go and reclaim your rights 
over bowls of water-souchy ; up with your silver forks 
and chivalry of England, and pin to earth the manu- 
facturing caitiffs who would rob you of your birthrights. 
Down with all Cotton-spinners 1 Saint George for the 
Countrv-Party ! A Geoffrey to the rescue ! ' I respect 
the delusion of those poor souls. What ! repeal the 
repeal of the Corn Laws ? Bring us back the good old 
Tory times? No, no. Humpty-Dumptv has had a 
great fall, and all the Queen's horses and all the Queen's 
men can't put Humpty-Dumpty straight again. 

* Mr. Monckton Milneii afterwards Lord Houghton, wai in i8i^6 
member for Pontefract. 
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Let the honest creatures cry out ^ No Surrender ! * and 
let us laugh as we are winning, and listen to them in 
good-humour. We know what ^ No Surrender ' means 
— any time these fifteen years. ^ It is the nature of the 
popular hellua^ says the dear old Quarterly Review^ with 
its usual grace and polite felicity of illustrationi ' never 
to be sated, and to increase in voracity and audacity by 
every sop that is thrown to it.' Bit by bit, day by day, 
ever since the Reform Bill, the poor devils whom the old 
Quarterly represents have had to feed the popular beUua-^ 
as anybody may see who reads the periodical in question. 
* No surrender ! ' bellows the Quarterly^ but Bellua 
demands a Catholic Emancipation Act, and bolts it, and 
is not satisfied; — a Reform Act — ^a Corporation and 
Test Act— a Free-Trade Act — Bellua swallows all. O 
horror of horrors ! O poor dear bewildered old 
Quarterly ! O Mrs. Gamp ! O Mrs. Harris ! When 
everything is given up, and while you are still shrieking 
' No Surrender ! ' Bellua will be hungry still, and end by 
swallowing up the Conservative party too. 

And shall we be angry with the poor victim ? Have 
you ever seen the bellua called a cat with a mouse in 
preserve ? * No Surrender ! ' pipes the poor little long- 
tailed creature, scudding from corner to corner. Bellua 
advances, pats him good-humouredly on the shoulder, 
tosses him about quite playfully, and — gobbles him at 
the proper season. 

Brother Snobs of England ! That is why we let ofF 
the Conservative and Country-Party Snob so easily. 




Fortunately this is going to be quite a little chapter. 
I am not going, like Thomas of Finsbury,* to put ugly 
questions to Government, or obstruct in any way the 
march of the great Liberal Administration. The best 
thing we can do is not to ask questions at all, but to 
trust the Whigs implicitly, and rely on their superior 
wisdom. They are wiser than we are. A kind 
Providence ordained that they should govern us, and 
endowed them with universal knowledge. Other people 
change their opinions: they never do. For instance, 
Peel avows that his opinions on the Corn Laws have 
gone right round — the Whigs have never changed ; they 
have always held the Free-Trade doctrines ; they have 
always been wise and perfect. We didn't know it : 
but It's the fact — Lord John says so. And the great 
Whig chiefs go down to their constituents, and con- 
gratulate themselves and the world that Commercial 
Freedom is the Law of the Empire, and bless Heaven for 
creating Whigs to expound this great truth to the world. 
Free Trade ! Heaven bless you ! the Whigs invented 
Free Trade — and everything else that ever has been 
invented. Some day or other — when the Irish Church 
goes by the board ; when, perhaps, the State Church 
follows it ; when Household Suffrage becomes an 
acknowledged truth ; when Education actually does 
become National ; when even the Five Points of 

* Thomat Slingtby Duncombe, M.P. for Fintbury from 1834 until his 
death in 1861. 
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Thomas of Finsbury come to be visible to the naked eye 
— you will see the Whigs always wtre advocates for 
Household Suffrage ; that they invented National 
Education ; that thty were the boys who settled the 
Church Question \ and that they had themselves 
originated the Five Points, of which Feargus O'Connor 
was trying to take the credit. Where there's Perfection 
there can't be Snobbishness. The Whigs have known 
and done — know and do — will know and do — everything. 
And again, you can't expect reasonably to find many 
Snobs among them. There are so few of them. A 
fellow who writes a book about the Aristocracy of 
England, and calls himself Hampden Junior (and who 
is as much like John Hampden as Mr. Punch is like the 
Apollo Belvedere), enumerates a whole host of trades, 
and names of Englishmen who have been successful in 
them ; and finds that the aristocracy has produced — no 
good tin-men, let us say, or lawyers, or tailors, or artists, 
or divines, or dancers on the tight-rope, or persons of other 
callings ; whereas out of the People have sprung numbers 
more or less who have distinguished themselves in the 
above professions. The inference of which is, that the 
aristocracy is the inferior, the people the superior race. 
This is rather hard of Hampden Junior, and not quite a 
fair argument against the infamous and idiotic aristocracy ; 
for it is manifest that a lord cannot play upon the fiddle, 
or paint pictures by a natural gift and without practice ; 
that men adopt professions in order to live, and if they 
have large and comfortable means of livelihood are, not 
uncommonly, idle. The sham Hampden, I say, does not 
consider that their lordships have no call to take upon 
themselves the exercise of the above-named professions ; 
and, above all, omits to mention that the people are as 
forty thousand to one to the nobility ; and hence, that 
the latter could hardly be expected to produce so many 
distinguished characters as are to be found in the ranks 
of the former. 
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In like manner (I am willing to confess the above 
illustration is confoundedly long, but in a work on Snobs 
a Radical Snob may have a passing word as well as 
another), I say, there can't be many Snobs among Whigs ; 
there are so very few Whigs among men. 

I take it, there are not above one hundred real down- 
right live Whigs in the world — some five and twenty, we 
will say, holding office $ the remainder ready to take it. 
You can't expect to find many of the sort for which we are 
seeking in such a small company. How rare it is to meet 
a real acknowledged Whig ! Do you know one ? Do you 
know what it is to be a Whig ? I can understand a man 
being anxious for this measure or that, wishing to do away 
with the sugar duties, or the corn duties, or the Jewish 
disabilities, or what you will ; but in that case, if Peel 
will do my business and get rid of the nuisance for me, 
he answers my purpose just as well as anybody else with 
any other name. I want my house set in order,- my 
room made clean ; I do not make particular inquiries 
about the broom and the dust-pan. 

To be a Whig you must be a reformer — as much or 
little of this as you like — and something more. You 
must believe not only that the Corn Laws must be 
repealed, but that the Whigs must be in office ; not 
only that Ireland must be tranquil, but that the Whigs 
must be in Downing Street : if the people will have 
reforms, why of course you can't help it ; but remember, 
the Whigs are to have the credit. I believe that the 
world is the Whigs', and that everything they give us 
is a blessing. When Lord John the other day blessed 
the people at Guildhall, and told us all how the Whigs 
had got the Corn Bill for us, I declare I think we bodi 
believed it. It wasn't Cobden and Villiers and the 
people that got it — it was the Whigs, somehow, that 
octroyed the measure to us. 

They are our superiors, and that's the fiwrt. There is 
what Thomas of Finsbury almost blasphemously called 
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' A Whig Dodge/ — and beats all other dodges* I am 
not a Whig mjrself (perhaps it is as unnecessary to say so, 
as to say I'm not King Pippin in a golden coach, or 
King Hudson, or Miss Burdett-Coutts) — I'm not a 
Whig ; but, oh, how I should like to be one ! 



CHAPTER XXII 

ON THE SNOB CITILIAN 

Nothing can be more disgusting or atrocious than the 
exhibition of incendiary ignorance, malevolent conceit, 
and cowardly ill-will which has been exhibited by the 
Pekins of the public press, and a great body of Civilian 
Snobs in the country, towards the most beloved of our 
institutions ; that Institution, the health of which is 
always drunk after the Church at public dinners — the 
British Army. I myself, when I wrote a slight disserta- 
tion upon Military Snobs — called upon to do so by a 
strict line of duty — treated them with a tenderness and 
elegant politeness which I am given to understand was 
admired and appreciated in the warlike Clubs, in messes, 
and other soldatesque societies; but to suppose that 
criticism should go so far as it has done during the last 
ten days ; that every uneducated Cockney should presume 
to have a judgment ; that civilians at taverns and Clubs 
should cry shame ; that patriots in the grocery or linen- 
drapery line should venture to object ; that even ignorant 
women and mothers of families, instead of superintending 
the tea and bread and butter at breakfast, should read 
the newspapers, forsooth, and utter their shrill cries of 
horror at the account of the Floggings at Hounslow* — 
to suppose, I say, that society should make such a hubbub 

* Much excitement had been caused by the death of a private of the 
7th Hofltart, in consequence of a severe flogging to which he' was sentenced 
for^striking hit sergeant 
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as it has done for the last fortnight, and that perhaps at 
every table in England there should be a cry of indigna- 
tion — ^this is too much — ^the audacity of Civilian Snobs is 
too great, and must be put an end to at once. I take 
part against the Pekins, and am authorised to say, after a 
conversation with Mr. Punch, that that gentleman shares 
in my opinion that the Army must be protected. 

The answer which is always to be made to the Civilian 
Snob when he raises objections against military punish- 
ments, promotions, purchases, or what not, is invariable, 
— He knows nothing about it. How the deuce can you 
speculate about the army, Pekin, who don't know the 
di£ference between a firelock and a fiisee? 

This point I have seen urged, with great efiect, in the 
military papers, and most cordially agree that it is an 
admirable and unanswerable argument. A particular 
genius, a profound study, an education specially military, 
are requisite before a man can judge upon so complicated 
a matter as the army ; and these, it is manifest, few 
civilians can have enjoyed. But any man who has had 
the supreme satisfaction of making the acquaintance of 
Ensign and Lieutenant Grigg of the Guards, Captain 
Famish of the Hottentot Bum, or hundreds of young 
gentlemen of their calling, must acknowledge that the 
army is safe under the supervision of men like these. 
Their education is brilliant, their time is passed in 
laborious military studies ; the conversation of mess- 
rooms is generally known to be philosophical, and the 
pursuits of ofEcers to be severely scientific. So ardent 
in the acquisition of knowledge in youth, what must 
be their wisdom in old age 7 By the time Grigg is a 
Colonel (and, to be sure, knowledge grows much more 
rapidly in the Guard regiments, and a young veteran 
may be a Colonel at five-and-twenty), and Famish has 
reached the same rank — these are the men who are morej 
fitted than ever for the conduct of the army ; and how 
can any civilian know as much about it as they ? These 
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are the men whose opinions the civilians dare to impugn ; 
and I can conceive nothing more dangerous, insolent-— 
Snobbish, in a word — than such an opposition. 

When men such as these, and the very highest 

authorities in the army, are of opinion that flogging is 

requisite for the British soldier, it is manifestly absurd of 

the civilian to interfere. Do you know as much about 

the army and the wants of the soldier as Field-Marshal 

the Duke of Wellington i If the great Captain of the 

Age considers flogging is one of the wants of the army, 

what business have you to object ? Tmire not flogged. 

You are a Pekin. To lash fellow-creatures like hounds 

may be contrary to your ideas of decency, morals, and 

justice ; to submit Christian men to punishments brutal, 

savage, degrading, ineflFectual, may be revolting to you ; 

but to suppose that such an eminent philanthropist as the 

Great Captain of the Age would allow such penalties to 

be inflicted on the troops if they could be done away 

with, is absurd. A word from the Chiefs of the army, 

and the Cat might have taken its place as an historical 

weapon in the Tower, along with the boots and the 

thumbscrews of the Spanish Armada. But, say you, 

very likely the Great Captain of hU Age, the Duke of 

Alva, might have considered thumbscrews and boots just 

as necessary for discipline as the Cat is supposed to be 

now. Pekin I Don't meddle with subjects quite beyond 

the sphere of your knowledge. Respect the Articles of 

War, and remember that the majority of officers of the 

British Army, from his grace down to Ensign Grigg, 

are of opinion that flogging can't be done away with. 

You can't suppose that they are inhumane. When 

that wretched poor fellow was lashed to the ladder at 

Hounslow, and as the farriers whirled the Cat over him, 

not only men, but officers, it is stated, turned sick and 

feinted at the horrible spectacle. At every military 

punishment, I am told that men so drop down. Nature 

itself gives way, making, as it were, a dying protest 
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against that disgusting scene of torture. Nature : yes ! 
But the army is not a natiu^ profession. It is out of 
common life altogether. Drilling — red coats, all of the 
the same pattern, with the same number of buttons — 
flogging— marching with the same leg foremost — are 
not natural : put a bayonet into a man's hand, he would 
not naturally thrust it into the belly of a Frenchman : 
very few men of their own natural choice would wear, 
by way of hat, such a cap as Colonel Whyte and his 
regiment wear every day — z mu£F, with a red worsted 
bag dangling down behind it, and a shaving-brush stuck 
by way of ornament in front ; the whole system is some- 
thing egregious— ^artificial. The civilian, wlio lives out 
of it, can't understand it. It is not like the other pro- 
fessions, which require intelligence. A man one degree 
removed from idiocy, with brains just sufficient to direct 
his powers of mischief or endurance, may make a 
distinguished soldier. A boy may be set over a veteran : 
we see it every day. A lad with a few thousand pounds 
may purchase a right to command which the most skilful 
and scientific soldier may never gain. Look at the way 
Ensign Grigg, just come from school, touches his cap 
to the enormous old private who salutes him — the 
gladiator of five-and*twenty campaigns. 

And if the condition of the officer is wonderful and 
anomalous, think of that of the men ! There is as 
much social difiFerence between Ensign Grigg and the 
big gladiator, as there is between a gang of convicts 
working in the hulks and the keepers in charge of them. 

Hundreds of thousands of men eat, march, sleep, and 
are driven hither and thither in gangs all over the world 
— Grigg and his clan riding by and superintending; 
they get the word of command to advance or fall back, 
and they do it ; they are told to strip, and they do it ; 
or to flog, and they do it ; to murder or to be murdered, 
and they obey — for their food and clothing, and two- 
pence a day for beer and tobacco. For nothing more : 
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— ^no hope — no ambition — ^no chance for old days, but 
Chelsea Hospital. How many of these men, in time of 
war, when their labour is most needed and best paid, 
escape out of their slavery ! Between the soldier and 
the officer there is such a gulf fixed, that to cross it is 
next to a miracle. There was one Mameluke escaped 
when Mehemet Ali ordered the destruction of the whole 
troop of them ; so certainly a stray officer or two may 
have come from the ranks, but he is a wonder. No ; 
such an Institution as this is a mystery, which all 
civilians, I suppose, had best look at in silent wonder, 
and of which we must leave the management to its 
professional chiefs. Their care for their subordinates is 
no doubt amiable, and the gratitude of these to their 
superiors must be proportionately great. When the 
tipsy young Lieutenant of the 4th Dragoons cut at his 
Adjutant with a sabre, he was reprimanded and returned 
back to his duty, and does it, no doubt, very well ; when 
the tipsy private struck his corporal, he was flogged, and 
died after the flogging. There must be a line drawn, 
look you, otherwise the poor private might have been 
forgiven too, by the Great Captain of the Age, who 
pardoned the gentleman-offender. There must be 
distinctions and differences, and mysteries which are 
beyond the comprehension of the civilians, and this 
paper is written as a warning to all such not to meddle 
with affairs that are quite out of their sphere. 

But then there is a word, Mr. Punch declares, to be 
said to other great Commanders and Field-Marshals 
besides the Historic Conqueror of Assaye, Vittoria, 
and Waterloo. We have among us, thank Heaven ! a 
Field-Marshal whose baton has been waved over fields of 
triumph the least sanguinary that ever the world has 
known. We have an august Family Field-Marshal, so 
to speak, and to him we desire humbly to speak : — 

« Your Royal Highness,' we say, — *your Royal High- 
ness (who has the ear of the Head of the Army), pour 
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into that gracious ear the supplications of a nation* Say 
that as a nation we in treat and implore that no English 
Christian man should any longer suffer the infernal 
torture of the Cat. Say, that we had rather lose a 
battle than flog a soldier ; and that the courage of the 
Englishman will not suffer by the loss. And if your 
Royal Highness Prince Albert will deign to listen to 
this petition, we venture to say, that you will be the 
most beloved of Field-Marshals, and that you will have 
rendered a greater service to the British people and the 
British army, than ever was rendered by any Field- 
Marshal since the da]rs of Malbrook.' 



CHAPTER XXIII 

ON RADICAL SNOBS 

As the principles of Punch are eminently Conservative, 
it might be thought that anything we could say about 
Radical Snobs would bear an impress of prejudice and 
bigotry, and I had thought of letting oft the poor 
Radical Snobs altogether; for persecution they had 
enough in former days. Heaven knows, when to be a 
Radical was to be considered a Snob, and every flunkey 
who could use his pen was accustomed to prate about 
^the great unwashed,* and give himself airs at the 
expense of ^ the greasy multitude.' But the multitude 
have the laugh on their side of late years, and can listen 
to these pretty jokes with good-humour. 

Perhaps, after all, there is no better friend to Con- 
servatism than your outrageous Radical Snob. When a 
man preaches to you that all noblemen are tyrants, that 
all clergymen are hypocrites and liars, that all capitalists 
are scoundrels banded together in an in&mous conspiracy 
to deprive the people of their ri^ts, he creates a whole- 
some revulsion of feeling in favour of the abused parties. 
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and a sense of fiiir play leads the generous heart to take 
a side with the object of unjust oppression. 

For instance, although I hate military flogging, as the 
most brutal and odious relic we have left of the wicked 
torturing old times, and have a private opinion that 
officers of crack dragoon regiments are not of necessity 
the very wisest of human creatures, yet when I see 
Quackley the Coroner giving himself sham airs of 
patriotism, and attacking the men for the crime of the 
system — (of which you and I are as much guilty as 
Colonel Whyte, unless we do our utmost to get it 
repealed) — I find myself led over to the browbeaten side, 
and inclined to take arms against Quackley. Yesterday, 
a fellow was bawling by my windows an account of the 
trial at Hounslow, and ^the hinfamous tyranny of a 
brootle and savidge Kurnal, hall to be ad for the small 
charge of Won Apny.' Was that fellow a Radical 
patriot, think you, or a Radical Snob? and which was 
it that he wanted — to put down flogging or to get 
money ? 

What was it that made Sir Robert Peel so popular of 
late days in the country ? I have no question but that 
it was the attacks of certain gentlemen in the House of 
Commons. Now they have left ofF abusing him, some- 
how we are leaving off loving him. Nay, he made a 
speech last week, about the immorality of lotteries and 
the wickedness of Art-Unions, which caused some kind 
friends to say — ^ Why, the man is just as fond of humbug 
and solemn cant as ever.' 

This is the use that Radical Snobs, or all political 
Snobs, are made for, — to cause honest folk to rally over 
to the persecuted side; and I often think, that if the 
world goes on at its present rate — the people carrying 
all before them ; the aristocracy always being beaten 
after the ignominious simulacrum of a battle ; the Church 
bowled down; the revolution triumphant; and (who 
knows?) the monarchy shaken — I often think old 
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Punch will find himself in opposition as usual, and 
deploring the good old days and the advent of 
Radicalism along with poor old Mrs. Gamp and Mrs. 
Harris. 

Perhaps the most dangerous specimen of the Radical 
Snob to be found in the three kingdoms is that branch 
of Snobs called Young Ireland, who have been making 
a huge pother within the last fortnight, and who have 
found a good deal of favour in this country of late years. 

I don't know why we have been so fond of this race : 
except that it wrote pretty poems, and murdered the 
Saxons in melodious iambics, and got a character for 
being honest somehow, in opposition to old Mr. 
O'Connell, to whom the English prejudice denied that 
useful quality. We are fond of anything strange here, 
and perhaps our taste is not very classical. We like 
Tom Thumb ; we like the Yankee melodists ; we like 
the American Indians; and we like the Irish howl. 
Young Ireland has howled to considerable efiect in this 
country; and the ^Shan Van Voght,' and the *Men of 
'98/ have been decidedly popular. If the O'Brien, and 
the O'Toole, and the O'Dowd, and the O'Whack, and 
the Mulholligan would take Saint James's Theatre, the 
war-cry of Aodh O'Nyal and the Battle of the Black- 
water, and the Galloglass Chorus might bring in a little 
audience even in the hot weather. 

But this I know, that if any party ever fulfilled the 
condition of Snobs, Young Ireland has. Is ludicrous 
conceit Snobbishness ? Is absurd arrogance, peevish ill- 
temper, utter weakness accompanied by tremendous 
braggadocity. Snobbishness ? Is Tibbs a Snob or not i 
When the little creature threatens to thrash Tom Cribb ; 
and when Tom, laughing over his great broad shoulders, 
.walks good-humouredly away, is Tibbs a Snob, who 
stands yelling after him and abusing him — or a hero, as 
he fancies himself to be ? 

A martyr without any persecutors is an utter Snob ; 



ON RADICAL SNOBS 103 

a frantic dwarf who snaps his fingers (as close as he can 
lift them) under the nose of a peaceable giant, is a Snob ; 
and the creature becomes a most wicked and dangerous 
Snob ; when he gets the ear of people more ignorant 
than himself, inflames them with lies, and misleads them 
into ruin. Yoimg Ireland shrieking piteously with no- 
body hurting him, or waving his battle-axed hand on his 
battlemented wall, and bellowing his war-cry of Bug- 
Aboo — and roaring out melodramatic tomfoolery — ^and 
fancying himself a champion and a hero, is only a 
ludicrous little humbug; but when he finds people to 
believe his stories, that the liberated Americans ar^e ready 
to rally round the green banner of Erin — that the 
battalioned invincibility of France is hastening to 
succour the enemy of the Saxon, he becomes a Snob so 
dangerous and malevolent, that Mr. Punch loses his 
usual jocularity in regarding him, and would see him 
handed over to proper authorities without any ill-timed 
compassion. 

It was this braggart violence of soul that roused the 
Punchine wrath against Mr. O'Connell, when, muster- 
ing his millions upon the green hills of Erin, he uttered 
those boasts and menaces which he is now proceeding, 
rather demurely, to swallow. And as for pitying the 
Young Irelanders any longer because they are so honest, 
because they write such pretty verses, because they 
would go to the sca£Fold for their opinions — our hearts 
are not tender enough for this kind of commiseration. 
A set of young gentlemen might choose to publish a 
paper advocating arson, or pointing out the utility of 
murder — a regard for our throats and our property 
would lead us not to pity these interesting young 
patriots too tenderly ; and we have no more love for 
young Ireland and her leaders and their schemes, than 
for regenerate England under the martyrs Thistlewood 
and Ings. 




You do not, to be sure, imagine that there are no other 
Snobs in Ireland than those of the amiable party who 
wish to make pikes of iron railroads (it's a fine Irish 
economy), and to cut the throats of the Saxon invaders. 
These are of the venomous sort ;^ and had they been in- 
vented in his time, St. Patrick would have banished them 
out of the kingdom along with the other dangerous reptiles. 

I think it is the Four Masters, or else it's Olaus 
Magnus, or else it's certainly O'Neill Daunt, in the 
'Catechism of Irish History,' who relates that when 
Richard the Second came to Ireland, and the Irish chiefs 
did homage to him, going down on their knees — the 
poor simple creatures ! — and worshipping and wondering 
before the English king and the dandies of his Court, 
my lords the English noblemen mocked and jeered at 
their uncouth Irish admirers, mimicked their talk and 
gestures, pulled their poor old beards, and laughed at the 
strange fashion of their garments. 

The English Snob rampant always does this to the 
present day. There is no Snob in existence, perhaps, 
that has such an indomitable belief in himself: that 
sneers you down all the rest of the world besides, and 
has such an insufferable, admirable, stupid contempt for 
all people but his own — nay, for all sets but his own. 
' Gwacious Gad ! ' what stories about ' the Iwish ' 
these young dandies accompanying King Richard must 
have had to tell, when they returned to Pall Mall, and 
smoked their cigars upon the steps of ' White's ! ' 

104 
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The Irish snobbishness develops itself not in pride so 
much as in servility and mean admirations, and trumpery 
imitations of their neighbours. And I wonder De 
Tocqueville, and De Beaumont, and the Times Com- 
missioner, did not explain the Snobbishness of Ireland as 
contrasted with our own. Ours is that of Richard's 
Norman Knights, haughty, brutal, stupid, and perfectly 
self-confident ;— ^theirs, of the poor, wondering, kneeling, 
simple chieftains. They are on their knees still before 
English fashion — these simple, wild people ; and indeed 
it is hard not to grin at some of their na'tve exhibitions. 

Some years since when a certain great orator was 
Lord Mayor of Dublin, he used to wear a red gown and 
a cocked hat, the splendour of twhich delighted him as 
much as a new curtain-ring in her nose or a string of 
glass-beads round her neck charms Queen Quasheeneaboo. 
He used to pay visits to people in this dress ; to appear 
at meetings hundreds of miles oiF, in a red velvet gown. 
And to hear the people crying ^ Yes, me Lard 1 ' and ^ No, 
me Lard I ' and to read the prodigious accounts of his 
Lordship in the papers : it seemed as if the people and he 
liked to be taken in by this twopenny splendour. Two- 
penny magnificence, indeed, exists all over Ireland, and 
may be considered as the great characteristic of the 
Snobbishness of that country. 

When Mrs. Mulholligan, the grocer's lady, retires to 
Kingstown, she has ^ MulhoUiganville ' painted over the 
gate of her villa ; and receives you at a door that won't 
shut, or gazes at you out of a window that is glazed with 
an old petticoat. 

Be it eter so shabby and dismal, nobody ever owns 
to keeping a shop. A fellow whose stock in trade is a 
penny roll or a tumbler of lollipops, calls his cabin 
the * American Flour Stores,' or the * Depository for 
Colonial Produce,' or some such name. 

As for Inns, there are none in the country ; Hotels 
abound, as well furnished as MulhoUiganville ; but again 
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there are no such people as landlords and landladies ; the 
landlord is out with the hounds, and my Lady in the 
parlour talking with the Captain or playing the piano. 

If a gentleman has a hundred a year to leave to his 
family they all become gentlemen, all keep a nag, ride 
to hounds, and swagger about in the ^ Phaynix,'and grow 
tufts to their chins like so many real aristocrats. 

A friend of mine has taken to be a painter, and lives 
out of Ireland, where he is considered to have disgraced 
the family by choosing such a profession* His father is 
a wine^merchant ; and his elder brother an apothecary. 

The number of men one meets in London and on the 
Continent who have a pretty little property of iive-and- 
twenty hundred a year in Ireland is prodigious : those 
who will have nine thousand a year in land when some- 
body dies are still more numerous* I myself have met 
as many descendants from Irish kings as would form a 
brigade. 

And who has not met the Irishman who apes the 
Englishman, and who forgets his country and tries to 
forget his accent, or to smother the taste of it, as it were ? 
* Come dine with me, my boy,' says O'Dowd of 
O'Dowdstown : * yoviVLfindus all English there ; ' which 
he tells you with a brogue as broad as from here to 
Kingstown Pier. And did you never hear Mrs. Captain 
Macmanus talk about ^I^ah-land,' and her account of 
her *fiawthcr's esteet?* Very few men have rubbed 
through the world without hearing and witnessing some of 
these Hibernian phenomena — these twopenny splendours. 

And what say you to the summit of society — the 
Castle— with sham king, and sham lords-in-waiting, and 
sham loyalty, and a sham Haroun Alraschid, to go about 
in a sham disguise, making-believe to be afiable and 
splendid ? That Castle is the pink and pride of Snobbish- 
ness. A Court Circular is bad enough, with two columns 
of print about a little baby that's christened — but think of 
people liking a sham Court Circular ! 
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I think the shams of Ireland are more outrageous than 
those of any country. A fellow shows you a hill and 
says, ^ That's the highest mountain in all Ireland ; ' or a 
gentleman tells you he is descended from Brian Boroo, 
and has his iive-and-thirty hundred a year ; or Mrs, 
A^cmanus describes her rawther's esteet ; or ould Dan 
rises and says the Irish women are the loveliest, the 
Irish men the bravest, the Irish land the most fertile in 
the world : and nobody believes anybody — the latter 
doesn't believe his story nor the hearer :-— but they make- 
believe to believe, and solemnly do honour to humbug. 

O Ireland ! O my countrv 1 (for I make little doubt 
that I am descended from Brian Boroo too) when will 
you acknowledge that two and two make four, and call 
a pikestaff a pikestaff ? — that is the very best use you 
can make of the latter. Irish Snobs will dwindle away 
then, and we shall never hear tell of Hereditary Bonds- 
men. 



CHAPTER XXV 

PARTY-GIVING SNOBS 

Our selection of Snobs has lately been too exclusively of 
a political character. ^ Give us private Snobs/ cry the 
dear ladies. (I have before me the letter of one hit 
correspondent of the fishing village of Brighthelm- 
stone in Sussex, and could her commands ever be dis- 
obeyed i) ^ Tell us more, dear Mr. Snob, about your 
experience of Snobs in society.' Heaven bless the dear 
souls ! — they are accustomed to the word now — the 
odious, vulgar, horrid, unpronounceable word slips out 
of their lips with the prettiest glibness possible. I should 
not wonder if it were used at Court amongst the Maids 
of Honour. In the very best society I know it is. And 
why not i Snobbishness is vulgar — the mere words are 
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not : that which we call a Snob, by any other name 
would still be Snobbish. 

Well, then. As the season is drawing to a close : as 
many hundreds of kind souls, snobbish or otherwise, have 
quitted London ; as many hospitable carpets are taken 
up ; and window-blinds are pitilessly papered with the 
Morning HeraU ; and mansions once inhabited by 
cheerful owners are now consigned to the care of the 
housekeeper's dreary hcum tenens — some mouldy old 
woman who, in reply to the hopeless clanging of the 
bell, peers at you for a moment from the area, and then 
slowly unbolting the great hall-door, informs you my 
Lady has left town, or that ^ the family's in the country,' 
or ^ gone up the Rind,' — or what not : as the season 
and parties are over, why not consider Party-giving 
Snote for a while, and review the conduct of some of 
those individuals who have quitted the town for six 
months ? 

Some of those worthy Snobs are making-believe to go 
yachting, and, dressed in telescopes, and pea-jackets^ are 
passing their time between Cherbourg and Cowes ; 
some living higgledy-piggledy in dismal little huts in 
Scotland, provisioned with canisters of portable soup, and 
fricandeaux hermetically sealed in tin, are passing their 
days slaughtering grouse on the moors ; some are dozing 
and bathing away the effects of the season at Kissingen, 
or watching the ingenious game of trente-et-quarante at 
Hombourg and Ems. We can afford to be very bitter 
upon them now they are all gone. Now there are no 
more parties, let us have at the Party-giving Snobs. 
The dinner-giving, the ball-giving, the dijiuner-givingy 
the conversazione^giving Snobs— Lord ! Lord ! what 
havoc might have been made amongst them had we 
attacked them during the plethora of the season ! I 
should have been obliged to have a guard to defend me 
from fiddlers and pastrycooks, indignant at the abuse of 
their patrons. Already I'm told that, from some flippant 
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and unguarded expressions considered derogatory to 
Baker Street and Harley Street, rents have fallen in 
these respectable quarters ; and orders have been issued 
that at least Mr. Snob shall be asked to parties there no 
more. Well, then — now they are all away, let us frisk 
at our ease, and have at everything, like the bull in the 
china-shop. They mayn't hear of what is going on in 
their absence, and, if they do, they can't bear malice for 
six months. We will begin to make it up with them 
about next February, and let next year take care of 
itself. We shall have no more dinners from the dinner- 
giving Snobs : no more balls from the ball-givers : no 
more conversaziones (thank Mussy ! as Jeames says) from 
the Conversazione Snob : and what is to prevent us from 
telling the truth ? 

The snobbishness of Conversazione Snobs is very soon 
disposed of: as soon as that cup of washy bohea that is 
handed to you in the tea-room ; or the muddy remnant 
of ice that you grasp in the suffocating scufHe of the 
assembly upstairs. 

Good heavens ! What do people mean by going 
there ? What is done there, that everybody throngs into 
those three little rooms ? Was the Black Hole considered 
to be an agreeable riuniony that Britons in the dog-days 
here seek to imitate it ? After being rammed to a jelly 
in a doorway (where you feel your feet going through 
Lady Barbara Macbeth's lace flounces, and get a look 
from that haggard and painted old harpy, compared to 
which the gaze of Ugolino is quite cheerful) ; after 
withdrawing your elbow out of poor gasping Bob 
Guttleton's white waistcoat, from which cushion it was 
impossible to remove it though you knew you were 
squeezing poor Bob into an apoplexy — ^you find yourself 
at last in the reception-room, and try to catch the eye of 
Mrs. Botibol, the conversaTuone^giver. When you catch 
her eye, you are expected to grin, and she smiles too, for 
the four hundredth time that night ; and, if she's very 
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glad to see you, waggles her little hand before her face as 
if to blow you a kiss, as the phrase is. 

Whr the deuce should Mrs. Botibol blow me a kiss ? 
I wouldn't kiss her for the world. Why do I grin when 
I see her, as if I was delighted ? Am I ? I don't care a 
straw for Mrs. Botibol. I know what she thinks about 
me. I know what she said about my last volume of 
poems (I had it from a dear mutual friend). Why, I say 
in a word, are we going on ogling and telegraphing each 
other in this insane way ? — Because we are both per- 
forming the ceremonies demanded by the Great Snob 
Society ; whose dictates we all of us obey. 

Well ; the recognition is over — my jaws have returned 
to their usual English expression of subdued agony and 
intense gloom, and the Botibol is grinning and kissing 
her fingers to somebody else, who is squeezing through 
the aperture by which we have just entered. It is Lady 
Ann Clutterbuck, who has her Friday evenings, as 
Botibol (Botty, we call her) has her Wednesdays. That 
is Miss Clementina Clutterbuck, the cadaverous young 
woman in green, with florid auburn hair, who has 
published her volume of poems (* The Death-Shriek ; ' 
' Damiens ; * * The Faggot of Joan of Arc j * and ' Trans- 
lations from the German' — of course). The conver* 
sazioni'Women salute each other, calling each other ^ My 
dear Lady Ann ' and < My dear good Eliza,' and hating 
each other, as women hate who give parties on 
Wednesdays and Fridays. With inexpressible pain dear 
good Eliza sees Ann go up and coax and wheedle Abou 
Gosh, who has just arrived from Syria, and beg him to. 
patronise her Fridays. 

All this while, amidst the crowd and the scuffle, and a 
perpetual buzz and chatter, and the flare of the wax- 
candles, and an intolerable smell of musk — what the poor 
Snobs who write fashionable romances call * the gleam of 
gems, the odour of perfumes, the blaze of countless 
lamps • — a scrubby-looking, yellow-faced foreigner, with 
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cleaned gloves, is warbling inaudibly in a corner, to 
the accompaniment of another. ^ The Great Cacafogo/ 
Mrs* Botibol whispers, as she passes you by. ' A great 
creature, Thumpenstrumpff, is at the instrument — the 
Hetman PlatofPs pianist, you know.' 

To hear this Cacafogo and Thumpenstrumpff, a 
hundred people are gathered together — a bevjr of 
dowagers, stout or scraggy ; a faint sprinkling of misses ; 
six moody-looking Lords, perfectly meek and solemn ; 
wonderful foreign Counts, with bushy whiskers and yellow 
faces, and a great deal of dubious jewellery ( young 
dandies with slim waists and open necks, and self-satisfied 
simpers, and flowers in their buttons; the old, stifF, stout, 
bald-headed conversazione rouiSy whom you meet every- 
where — who never miss a night of this delicious en- 
joyment ; the three last-caught lions of the season — 
Higgs the traveller. Biggs the novelist, and Toffey, who 
has come out so on the Sugar question ; Captain Flash, 
who is invited on account of his pretty wife ; and Lord 
Oglcby, who goes wherever she goes, ^e scais-jef 
Who are the owners of all those showy scarfs and white 
neckcloths ? — Ask little Tom Prig, who is there in all 
his glory, knows everybody, has a story about every one j 
and, as he trips home to his lodgings in Jermyn Street, 
with his gibus-hat and his little glazed pumps, thinks he 
is the fashionablest young fellow in town, and that he 
realhr has passed a night of exquisite enjoyment. 

You go up (with your usual easy elegance of manner) 
and talk to Miss Smith in a corner. * Oh, Mr. Snob, 
I'm afraid you're sadly satirical.' 

That's all she says. If you say it's fine weather, she 
bursts out laughing ; or hint that it's very hot, she vows 
you are the drollest wretch I Meanwhile Mrs. Botibol 
is simpering on fresh arrivals ; the individual at the door 
is roaring out their names ; poor Cacafogo is quavering 
away in the music-room, under the impression that he 
will be hnci in the world by singing inaudibly here. 

H 
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And what a blessing it is to squeeze out of the door^ and 
into the street, where a half-hundred of carriages are in 
waiting ; and where the link-boy, with that unnecessary 
lantern of his, pounces upon all who issue out, and will 
insist upon getting your noble honour's Lordship's 
cab. 

And to think that there are people who, after having 
been to Botibol on Wednesday, will go to Clutterbuck 
on Friday. 



CHAPTER XXVI 

DINING-OUT SNOBS 

In England Dinner-giving Snobs occupy a very im- 
portant place in society, and the task of describing them 
is tremendous. There was a time in my life when the 
consciousness of having eaten a man's salt rendered me 
dumb regarding his demerits, and I thought it a wicked 
act and a breach of hospitality to speak ill of him.^ 

But why should a saddle-of-mutton blind you, or a 
turbot and lobster-sauce shut your mouth for ever ? 
With advancing age, men see their duties more clearly. 
I am not to be hoodwinked any longer by a slice of 
venison, be it ever so fat ; and as for being dumb on 
account of turbot and lobster-sauce — of course I am : 
good manners ordain that I should be so, until I have 
swallowed the compound — but not afterwards ; directly 
the victuals are discussed, and John takes away the plate, 
my tongue begins to wag. Does not yours, if you have 
a pleasant neighbour P — a lovely creature, say, of some 
five-and-thirty, whose daughters have not yet quite come 
out — they are the best talkers. As for your young 
misses, they are only put about the table to look at — ^like 
the flowers in the centre-piece. Their blushing youth 
and natural modesty preclude them from that easy 
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confidential, conversa- 
tional abandon which 
forms the delight of the 
intercourse with their 
dear mothers It is to 
these, if he would pros 
per m his profession, 
that the Dining out 
Snob should address 
himself Suppose you 
SIC next to one of these, 
how pleasant it is, in the 
intervals of the banquet, 
actually to abuse the 
victuals and the giver of 
the entertainment ! It's 
twice a& piquant to malce 
fun of a man under his 
very nose. 

'What H a Dinner- 
giving Snob V some in- 
nocent youth, who is 
not ripandu in the world, 
may ask — or some 
simple reader who has 
not the benefits of 
London experience. 

My dear sir, I will 
show you — not all, for 
that is impossible — but 
several kinds of Dinner-giving Snobs. For instance, 
suppose you, in the middle rank of tiJ^, accustomed to 
Mutton, roast on Tuesday, cold on Wednesday, hashed 
on Thursday, &c., with small means and a small establish- 
ment, choose to waste the former and set the latter 
topsy-turvy by giving entertainments unnaturally costly 
— you come into the Dinner-giving Snob class at once. 
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Suppose you get in cheap made-dishes from the pastry- 
cook's and hire a couple of greengrocers, or carpet- 
beaters, to figure as footmen, dismissing honest Molly, 
who waits on common days, and bedizening your table 
(ordinarily ornamented with willow-pattern crockery) 
with twopenny-halfpenny Birmingham plate. Suppose 
you pretend to be richer and grander than you ought to 
be — ^you are a Dinner-giving Snob. And oh, I tremble 
to think how many and many a one will read this ! 

A man who entertains in this way — and, alas, how 
few do not ! — is like a fellow who would borrow his 
neighbour's coat to make a show in, or a lady who flaunts 
in the diamonds from next door — a humbug, in a word, 
and amongst the Snobs he must be set down. 

A man who goes out of his natural sphere of society 
to ask Lords, Generals, Aldermen, and other persons of 
feshion, but is niggardly of his hospitality towards his 
own equals, is a Dinner-giving Snob. My dear friend, 
Jack T ufthunt, for example, knows me Lord whom he 
met at a watering-place : old Lord Mumble, who is as 
toothless as a tfaree-months'-old baby, and as mum as an 
undertaker, and as dull as — well, we will not particularise. 
Tufthunt never has a dinner now but you see this solemn 
old toothless patrician at the right hand of Mrs. Tufthunt 
— Tufthunt is a Dinner-giving Snob. 

Old Livermore, old Soy, old Chutney the East Indian 
Director, old Cutler the Surgeon, &c., — that society of 
old fogies, in fine, who give each other dinners round 
and round, and dine for the mere purpose of guttling — 
these, again, are Dinner-giving Snobs. 

Again, my friend Lady MacScrew, who has three 
grenadier flunkeys in lace round the table, and serves up 
a scrag-of-mutton on silver, and dribbles you out bad 
sherry and port by thimbiefuls, is a Dinner-giving Snob 
of the other sort ; and I confess, for my part, I would 
rather dine with old Livermore or old Soy than with her 
Ladyship, 
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Stinginess is snobbish. Ostentation is snobbish. Too 
great profusion is snobbish. Tuft^hunting is snobbish. 
But I own there are people more snobbish than all those 
whose defects are above mentioned : viz., those in- 
dividuals who can, and don't give dinners at all. The 
man without hospitality shall never sit sub iisdem trabibus 
with me. Let the sordid wretch go mumble his bone 
alone ! 

What, again, is true hospitality? Alas, my dear 
friends and brother Snobs ! how little do we meet of it 
after all ! Are the motiyes^»r^ which induce your friends 
to ask you to dinner ? This has often come across me. 
Does your entertainer want something from you ? For 
instance, I am not of a suspicious turn : but it is a fact 
that when Hookey is bringing out a new work, he asks 
the critics all round to dinner : that when Walker has 
got his picture ready for the exhibition, he somehow 
grows exceedingly hospitable, and has his friends of the 
press to a quiet cutlet and a glass of Sillery. Old Hunks 
the miser, who died lately (leaving his money to his 
housekeeper) lived many years on the fat of the land, by 
simply taking down, at all his friends', the names and 
Christian names of all the children. But though you may 
have your own opinion about the hospitality of your 
acquaintances ; and though men who ask you from 
sordid motives are most decidedly Dinner*giving Snobs, 
it is best not to inquire into their motives too keenly. 
Be not too curious about the mouth of a gift-horse. 
After all, a man does not intend to insult you by asking 
you to dinner. 

Though, for that matter, I know some characters 
about town who actually consider themselves injured 
and insulted if the dinner or the company is not to their 
liking. There is Guttleton, who dines at home oS a 
shilling's-worth of beef from the cook-shop ; but if he is 
asked to dine at a house where there are not peas at the 
end of May, or cucumbers in March along with the 
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place in my affections than her six brothers (three or 
four of whom we are pretty sure will favour us with 
their company at seven o*clock), or her angelic mother, 
my own valued mother-in-law? — for whom, finally, 
would I wish to cater more generously than for your very 
humble servant, the present writer ? Now, nobody 
supposes that the Birmingham plate is had out, the 
disguised carpet-beaters introduced to the exclusion of 
the neat parlour-maid, the miserable entries from the 
pastrycook's ordered in, and the children packed off (as 
it is supposed) to the nursery, but really only to the 
staircase, down which they slide during the dinner-time, 
waylaying the dishes as they come out, and fingering 
the round bumps on the Jellies, and the forced-meat balls 
in the soup, — nobody, I say, supposes that a dinner at 
home is characterised by the horrible ceremony, the 
foolish makeshifts, the mean pomp and ostentation, 
which distinguish our banquets on grand field-days. 

Such a notion is monstrous. I would as soon think 
of having my dearest Bessy sitting opposite me in a 
turban and bird of paradise, and showing her jolly 
mottled arms out of blond sleeves in her famous red 
satin gown : ay, or of having Mr, Toole every day, in a 
white waistcoat, at my back, shouting, ^ Silence /ztc; the 
chair ! * 

Now, if this be the case ; if the Brummagem-plate 
pomp and the processions of disguised footmen are 
odious and foolish in everyday life, why not always ? 
Why should Jones and I, who are in the middle rank, 
alter the modes of our being to assume an eclat which 
does not belong to us — to entertain our friends, who (if 
we are worth anything and honest fellows at bottom) 
are men of the middle rank too, who are not in the 
least deceived by our temporary splendour, and who 
play oflT exactly the same absurd trick upon us when 
they ask us to dine ? 

If it be pleasant to dine with your fi-iends, as all 




If my friends would but follow the present prevailing 
fashion, I think they ought to give me a testimonial for 
the paper on Dinner-giving Snobs, which I am now 
writing. What do you say now to a handsome comfort- 
able dinner-service of plate (not including plates, for I 
hold silver plates to be sheer wantonness, and would 
almost as soon think of silver tea-cups), a couple of neat 
teapots, a cofFee-pot, trays, &c., with a little inscription 
to my wife, Mrs. Snob ; and a half-score of silver tankards 
for the little Snoblings, to glitter on the homely table 
where they partake of their quotidian mutton ? 

If I had my way, and my plans could be carried out, 
dinner-giving would increase as much on the one hand as 
dinner-giving Snobbishness would diminish : — to my 
mind the most amiable part of the work lately published 
by my esteemed friend (if upon a very brief acquaintance 
he will allow me to call him so), Alexis Soyer, the 
Regenerator — what he (in his noble style) would call 
the most succulent, savoury, and elegant passages — are 
those which relate, not to the grand banquets and 
ceremonial dinners, but to his ^ dinners at home.' 

The * dinner at home ' ought to be the centre of the 
whole system of dinner-giving. Your usual style of 
meal — that is, plenteous, comfortable, and in its 
perfection — should be that to which you welcome 
your friends, as it is that of which you partake yourself. 

For, towards what woman in the world do I entertain 
a higher regard than towards the beloved partner of my 
existence, Mrs. Snob ? Who should have a greater 

117 
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How does this most ancient apologue apply to the 
subject in hand — the dinner-giving Snob ! The 
imitation of the great is universal in this city, from the 
palaces of Kensingtonia and Belgravia, even to the 
remotest corner of Brunswick Square. Peacocks' feathers 
are stuck in the tails of most families. Scarce one of us 
domestic birds but imitates the lanky, pavonine strut, 
and shrill, genteel scream. O you misguided dinner- 
giving Snob«, think how much pleasure you lose, and 
how much mischief you do with your absurd grandeurs 
and hvpocrisies ! You stuff each other with unnatural 
forced-meats, and entertain each other to the ruin of 
friendship (let alone health) and the destruction of 
hospitality and good-fellowship— you, who but for the 
peacock's tail might chatter away so much at your ease, 
and be so jovial and happy ! 

When a man goes into a great set company of dinner- 
giving and dinner-receiving Snobs, if he has a philoso- 
phical turn of mind, he will consider what a huge 
humbug the whole affair is : the dishes, and the drink, 
and the servants, and the plate, and the host and hostess, 
and the conversation, and the company — the philosopher 
included. 

The host is smiling, and hobnobbing, and talking up 
and down the table; but a prey to secret terrors and 
anxieties, lest the wines he has brought up from the 
cellar should prove insufficient ; lest a corked bottle should 
destroy his calculations ; or our friend the carpet-beater, 
by making some bivue^ should disclose his real quality of 
green-grocer, and show that he is not the family butler. 
The hostess is smiling resolutely through all the 
courses, smiling through her agony ; though her heart is 
in the kitchen, and she is speculating with terror lest 
there be any disaster there. If the souffle should collapse, 
or if Wiggins does not send the ices in time — she feels 
as if she would commit suicide — that smiling, jolly 
woman ! 
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The children upstairs are yelling, as their maid is 
crimping their miserable ringlets with hot tongs, tearing 
Adiss £mmy*s hair out by the roots, or scrubbing Miss 
Polly's dumpy nose with mottled soap till the little 
^vretch screams herself into fits. The young males of 
the family are employed, as we have stated, in piratical 
exploits upon the landing-place. 

The servants are not servants, but the before- 
mentioned retail tradesmen. 

The plate is not plate, but a mere shiny Birmingham 
lacquer ; and so is the hospitality, and everything else. 
The talk is Birmingham talk. The wag of the party, 
with bitterness in his heart, having just quitted his 
laundress, who is dunning him for her bill, is firing off 
good stories ; and the opposition wag is furious that he 
cannot get an innings. Jawkins, the great conversa- 
tionalist, is scornful and indignant with the pair of them, 
because he is kept out of court. Young Muscadel, that 
cheap dandy, is talking Fashion and Almack's out of the 
Morning Posty and disgusting bis neighbour, Mrs. Fox, 
who reflects that she has never been there. The widow 
is vexed out of patience, because her daughter Maria has 
got a place beside young Cambric, the penniless curate, 
and not by Colonel Goldmore, the rich widower fi-om 
India. The Doctor's wife is sulky, because she has not 
been led out before the barrister's lady ; old Doctor 
Cork is grumbling at the wine, and Guttleton sneering 
at the cookery. 

And to think that all these people might be so happy, 
and easy, and friendly, were they brought together in a 
natural unpretentious way, and but for an unhappy passion 
for peacocks' feathers in England. Gentle shades of 
Marat and Robespierre ! when I see how all the honesty 
of society is corrupted among us bv the miserable fashion- 
worship, I feel as angry as Mrs. Fox just mentioned, and 
ready to order a general battue of peacocks. 




Now that September has come, and all our Parliamentary 
duties are over, perhaps no class of Snobs are in such 
high feather as the Continental Snobs. I watch these 
daily as they commence their migrations from the beach 
at Folkestone. I see shoals of them depart (not perhaps 
without an innate longing too to quit the island along 
with those happy Snobs). Farewell, dear friends, I say : 
you little know that the individual who regards you 
from the beach is your iriend and historiographer and 
brother. 

I went to-day to see our excellent friend Snooks, on 
board the * Queen of the French ; * many scores of 
Snobs were there on the deck of that fine ship, marching 
forth in their pride and bravery. They will be at 
Ostend in four hours ; they will inundate the Continent 
next week ; they will carry into far lands the famous 
image of the British Snob. I shall not see them — but 
an^ with them in spirit : and indeed there is hardly a 
country in the known and civilised world in which these 
eyes have not beheld them. 

I have seen Snobs, in pink coats and hunting-boots, 
scouring over the Campagna of Rome ; and have heard 
their oaths and their well-known slang in the galleries 
of the Vatican, and under the shadowy arches of the 
Colosseum. I have met a Snob on a dromedary in the 
desert, and picknicking under the Pyramid of Cheops. I 
like to think how many gallant British Snobs there are, 
at this minute of writmg, pushing their heads out of 
every window in the courtyard of * Meurice*s * in the 
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Rue de Rivoli ; or roaring out, * Garsong, du pang,' 
* Garson, du vang ; ' or swaggering down the Toledo at 
Naples ; or even how many will be on the look-out for 
Snooks on Ostend Pier, — for Snooks, and the rest of 
the Snobs on board the * Queen of the French.* 

Look at the Marquis or Carabas and his two carriages. 
My Lady Marchioness comes on board, looks 
round with that happy air of mingled terror and im- 
pertinence which distinguishes her Ladyship, and rushes 
to her carriage, for it is impossible that she should 
mingle with the other Snobs on deck. There she sits, 
and will be ill in private. The strawberry leaves on her 
chariot-panels are engraved on her Ladyship's heart. If 
she were going to heaven instead of to Ostend, I rather 
think she would expect to have des places r/serv^es for 
her, and would send to order the best rooms. A courier, 
with his money-bag of office round his shoulders — a huge 
scowling footman, whose dark pepper-and-salt livery 
glistens with the heraldic insignia of the Carabases — a 
brazen-looking, tawdry French femme de chambre (none 
but a female pen can do justice to that wonderful tawdry 
toilette of the ladyVmaid en voyage) — and a miserable 
dame de compagniej are ministering to the wants of her 
Ladyship and her King Charles's spaniel. They are 
rushing to and fro with eau-de-Cologne, pocket-hand- 
kerchiefs, which are all fringe and cipher, and popping 
mysterious cushions behind and before, and in every 
available corner of the carriage. 

The little Marquis, her husband, is walking about the 
deck in a bewildered manner, with a lean daughter on 
each arm : the carroty-tufted hope of the ftimily is 
already smoking on the fore-deck in a travelling costume 
checked all over, and in little lacquer-tipped jean boots, 
and a shirt embroidered with pink boa-constrictors. 
What is it that gives travelling Snobs such a marvellous 
propensity to rush into a costume ? Why should a man 
not travel in a coat, &c., but think proper to dress 
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himself like a harlequin in mourning ? See, even young 
Aldermanbury, the tallow merchant, who has just stepped 
on board, has got a travelling-dress gaping all over with 
pockets; and little Tom Tapeworm, the lawyer's clerk 
out of the City, who has but three weeks' leave, turns 
out in goiters and a brand-new shooting-jacket, and 
must let the moustaches grow on his little snufiy upper 
lip, forsooth I 

Pompey Hicks is giving elaborate directions to his 
servant, and asking loudly, ^ Davis, where's the dwessing- 
case ? ' and ^ Davis, you'd best take the pistol-case into 
the cabin.' Little rompey travels with a dressing-case, 
and without a beard : whom he is going to shoot with 
his pistols, who on earth can tell i and what he is to do 
with his servant but wait upon him, I am at a loss to 
conjecture. 

Look at honest Nathan Houndsditch and his lady, 
and their little son. What a noble air of blazing con- 
tentment illuminates the features of those Snobs of 
Eastern race ! What a toilette Houndsditch's is 1 
What rings and chains, what gold-headed canes and 
diamonds, what a tuft the rogue has got to his chin 
(the rogue ! he will never spare himself any cheap 
enjoyment !). Little Houndsditch has a little cane 
with a gilt head and little mosaic ornaments — altogether 
an extra air. As for the lady, she is all the colours of the 
rainbow : he has a pink parasol with a white lining, and a 
yellow bonnet, and an emerald-green shawl, and a shot-silk 
pelisse ; and drab boots and rhubarb-coloured gloves ; 
and parti-coloured glass buttons, expanding from the 
size of a fourpenny-piece to a crown, glitter and twiddle 
all down the front of her gorgeous costume. I have 
said before, I like to look at ^ the Peoples ' on their gala 
days, they are so picturesquely and outrageously splendid 
and happy. 

Yonder comes Captain Bull: spick and span, tight 
and trim ; who travels for four or six months every year 
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of his life ; who does not commit himself by luxury 
of raiment or insolence of demeanour, but I think is 
as great a Snob as any man on board. Bull passes the 
season in London, sponging for dinners, and sleeping in 
a garret near his Club. Abroad, he has been every- 
where ; he knows the best wine at every inn in 
every capital in Europe, lives with the best English 
company there ; has seen every palace and picture- 
gallery from Madrid to Stockholm ; speaks an abominable 
Qttle jargon of half-a-dozen languages — and knows 
nothing — nothing. Bull hunts tufts on the Continent, 
and is a sort of amateur courier. He will scrape acquaint- 
ance with old Carabas before they make Ostend ; and 
will remind his Lordship that he met him at Vienna 
twenty years ago, or gave him a glass of Schnapps up 
the Righi. We have said Bull knows nothing 1 he 
knows the birth, arms, and pedigree of all the Peerage, 
has poked his little eyes into every one of the carriages 
on board — their panels noted and their crests surveyed ; 
he knows all the Continental stories of English scandal 
— how Count Towrowski ran off with Miss Baggs at 
Naples — how very thick Lady Smigsmag was with 
young Cornichon of the French Legation at Florence 
— the exact amount which Jack Deuceace won of Bob 
Greengoose at Baden — what it is that made the Staggs 
settle on the Continent ; the sum for which the 
O'Goggarty estates are mortgaged, &c. If he can't 
catch a lord, he will hook on to a baronet, or else the 
old wretch will catch hold of some beardless young 
stripling of fashion, and show him ^ life ' in various ami- 
able and inaccessible quarters. Faugh ! the old brute ! 
If he has every one of the vices of the most boisterous 
youth, at least he is comforted by having no conscience. 
He is utterly stupid, but of a jovial turn. He 
believes himself to be quite a respectable member of 
society : but perhaps the only good action he ever did in 
his life is the involuntary one of giving an example to 
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be avoided, and showing what an odious thing in the 
social picture is that figure of the debauched old man 
who passes through life rather a decorous Silenus, and 
dies some day in his garret, alone, unrepenting, and un- 
noted, save by his astonished heirs, who find that the 
dissolute old miser has left money behind him. See ! he 
is up to old Carabas already ! I told you he would. 

Yonder you see the old Lady Mary MacScrew, and 
those middle-aged youn? women her daughters ; they 
are going to cheapen and haggle in Belgium and up the 
Rhine until they meet with a boarding-house where 
they can live upon less board-wages than her Ladyship 
pays her footmen. But she will exact and receive 
considerable respect from the British Snobs located in 
the watering-place which she selects for her summer 
residence, being the daughter of the Earl of Haggistoun. 
That broad-shouldered buck, with the great whiskers 
and the cleaned white kid-gloves, is Mr. rhelim Clancy 
of Poldoodystown : he calls himself Mr. De Clancy ; he 
endeavours to disguise his native brogue with the richest 
superposition of English ; and if you play at billiards or 
icarti with him, the chances are that you will win the 
first game, and he the seven or eight games ensuing. 

That overgrown lady with the four daughters, and 
the young dandy from the University, her son, is Mrs. 
Kewsy, the eminent barrister's lady, who would rather 
die than not be in the fashion. She has the ^ Peerage* 
in her carpet-bag, you may be sure ; but she is altogether 
cut out by Mrs. Quod, the attorney's wife, whose 
carriage, with the apparatus of rumbles, dickeys, and 
imperials, scarcely yields in splendour to the Marquis of 
Carabas's own travelling-ch^iot, and whose courier has 
even bigger whiskers, and a larger morocco money-bag 
than the Marquis's own travelling gentleman. Remark 
her well : she is talking to Mr. Spout^ the new Member 
for Jawborough, who is going out to inspect the 
operations of the ZoUverem, and will put some very 
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severe questions to Lord Palmerston next session upon ^- 
England and her relations with the Prussian-blue trade, 
the l^aples-soap trade, the German-tinder trade, ice. 
Spout will patronise King Leopold at Brussels ; will 
write letters from abroad to the Jawborough Independent ; 
and in his quality of Momber du ParSamong Britannique^ 
will expect to be invited to a family dinner with every 
sovereign whose dominions he honours with a visit 
during his tour. 

HThe next person is but hark I the bell for shore is 

ringing, and, shaking Snooks's hand cordially, we rush 
on to the pier, waving him a farewell as the noble black 
ship cuts keenly through the sunny azure waters, bear- 
ing away that cargo of Snobs outward bound. 



CHAPTER XXIX 

CONTINENTAL SNOBBERY CONTINUED 

We are accustomed to laugh at the French for their 
braggadocio propensities, and intolerable vanity about 
^ la France, la gloire, I'Empereur/ and the like ; and 
yet I think in my heart that the British Snob, 
for conceit and self-sufEciency and braggartism in his 
way, is without a parallel. There is always something 
uneasy in a Frenchman's conceit. He brags with so 
much fury, shrieking, and gesticulation — yells out so 
loudly that the Fran^ais is at the head of civilisation, the 
centre of thought, &c. — that one can't but see the poor 
fellow has a lurking doubt in his own mind that he is not 
the wonder he professes to be. 

About the British Snob, on the contrary, there is 
commonly no noise, no bluster, but the calmness of pro- 
found conviction. We are better than all the world ; 
we don't question the opinion at all : it's an axiom. 
And when a Frenchman bellows out, 'La France, 
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Monsieur, la France est a la tete 4u monde civilis^ ! ' 
we laugh good*naturedly at the frantic poor devil* We 
are the first-chop of the world ; we know the fact so 
well in our secret hearts^ that a claim set up elsewhere is 
simply ludicrous. My dear brother reader, say, as a man 
of honour, if you are not of this opinion. Do you think 
a Frenchman your equal ? You don't — ^you gallant 
British Snob — you know you don't ; no nM>re, perhaps, 
does the Snob your humble servant, brother. 

And I am inclined to think it is this conviction, and 
the consequent bearing of the Englishman towards the 
foreigner whom he condescends to visit, — this confidence 
of superiority which holds up the head of the owner of 
every English hat-box from Sicily to St. Petersburg, 
that makes us so magnificently hated throughout Europe 
as we are ; this — more than all our little victories, and 
of which many Frenchmen and Spaniards have never 
heard — this amazing and indomitable insular pride, which 
animates my Lord in his travelling-carriage as well as 
John in the rumble. 

If you read the old Chronicles of the French wars, 
yott find precisely the same character of the Englishman, 
and Henry V.'s people behaved with just the cool 
domineering manner of our gallant veterans of France 
and the Peninsula. Did you never hear Colonel Cutler 
and Major Slasher talking over the war after dinner ? 
or Captain Boarder describing his action with the 
' Indomptable ? ' * Hang the fellows,' says Boarder, 
* their practice was very good. I was beat oK three 
times before I took her.' ^Cuss those carabineers of 
Milhaud's ! ' says Slasher, * what work they made of our 
light cavalry !' implying a sort of surprise that the 
Frenchmen should stand up against Britons at all ; a 
good-natured wonder that the blind, mad, vain-glorious, 
brave poor devils should actually have the courage to 
resist an Englishman. Legions of such Englishmen are 
patronising Europe at this moment, being kind to the 



CONTINENTAL SNOBBERY 129 

Pope^ or good-natured to the King of Holland, or con- 
descending to inspect the Prussian reviews. When 
Nicholas came here, who reviews a quarter of a million 
of pairs of moustaches to his breakfast every mornings 
we took him off to Windsor and showed him two whole 
regiments of six or eight hundred Britons apiece^ with 
an air as much as to say, — ^ There, my boy, look at that^ 
Those are Englishmen^ those are, and your master when- 
ever you please,' as the nursery song says. The British 
Snob is long long past scepticism, and can afford to laugh 
quite good-humou redly at those conceited Yankees, or 
besotted little Frenchmen, who set up as models of man- 
kind. They forsooth ! 

I have been led into these remarks by listening to an 
old fellow at the Hotel du Nord, at Boulogne, and who is 
evidently of the Slasher sort. He came down and seated 
himself at the breakfast- table, with a surly scowl on his 
salmon-coloured bloodshot face, strangling in a tight, 
cross-barred cravat ; his linen and his appointments so 
perfectly stiff and spotless that everybody at once 
recognised him as a dear countryman. Only our port- 
wine and other admirable institutions could have produced 
a figure so insolent, so stupid, so gentlemanlike. After 
a while our attention was called to him by his roaring 
out, in a voice of plethoric fury, * O ! * 

Everybody turned round at the 'O,' conceiving the 
Colonel to be, as his countenance denoted him, in intense 
pain ; but the waiters knew better and, instead of being 
alarmed, brought the Colonel the kettle. ^ O/ it appears, 
is the French for hot-water. The Colonel (though he 
despises it heartily) thinks he speaks the language remark- 
ably well. Whilst he was inhausting his smoking tea, 
which went rolling and gurgling down his throat, and 
hissing over the ^hot coppers' of that respectable 
veteran, a friend joined him, with a wizened face and 
very black wig, evidently a Colonel too. 

The two warriors, waggling their old heads at each 
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other, presently joined breakfast, and fell into conversa- 
tion, and we had the advantage of hearing about the old 
war, and some pleasant conjectures as to the next, which 
they considered imminent. They psha'd the French 
fleet ; they pooh-pooh'd the French commercial marine ; 
they showed how, in a war, there would be a cordon 

(* cordong, by ') of steamers along our coast, and ' by 

,' ready at a minute to land anywhere on the other 

shore, to give the French as good a thrashing as they got 
in the last war, * by — — .* In fact, a rumbling can- 
nonade of oaths was fired by the two veterans during the 
whole of their conversation. 

There was a Frenchman in the room, but as he had 
not been above ten years in London, of course he did 
not speak the language, and lost the benefit of the 
conversation. ' But, O my country 1 ' said I to myself, 
^ it's no wonder that you are so beloved ! If I were a 
Frenchman, how I would hate you ! ' 

That brutal, ignorant, peevish bully of an Englishman 
is showing himself in every city of Europe. One of the 
dullest creatures under heaven, he goes trampling Europe 
under foot, shouldering his way into galleries and 
cathedrals, and bustling into palaces with his buckram 
uniform. At church or theatre, gala or picture-gallery, 
his face never varies. A thousand delightful sights pass 
before his bloodshot eyes, and don't a£Rsct him. Count- 
less brilliant scenes of life and manners are shown him, 
but never move him. He goes to church, and calls the 
practices there degrading and superstitious ; as if A/V altar 
was the only one that was acceptable. He goes to 
picture-galleries, and is more ignorant about Art than a 
French shoeblack. Art, Nature pass, and there is no 
dot of admiration in his stupid eyes : nothing moves him, 
except when a very great man comes his way, and then 
the rigid, proud, self-confident, inflexible British Snob 
can be as humble as a flunkey and as supple as a 
harlequin. 




' What is the use of Lord Rosse's telescope ? * my friend 
Panwiski exclaimed the other day. ^ It only enables you 
to see a few hundred thousands of miles farther. What 
were thought to be mere nebulae, turn out to be most 
perceivable starry systems; and bevond these, you see 
other nebulae, which a more powerhil glass will show to 
be stars, again ; and so they go on glittering and 
winking away into eternity/ With which my friend 
Pan, heaving a great sigh, as if confessing his inability 
to look Infinity in the face, sank back resigned, and 
swallowed a large bumper of claret. 

I (who, like other great men, have but one idea) 
thought to myself, that as the stars are, so are the 
Snobs : — the more you gaze upon those luminaries, the 
more you behold — now nebulouslv congregated — now 
faintly distinguishable — now brightly defined — ^until they 
twinkle off in endless blazes, and fade into the im« 
measurable darkness. I am but as a child playing on the 
sea-shore. Some telescopic philosopher will arise one day, 
some great Snobonomer, to find the laws of the great 
science which we are now merely playing with, and to 
define, and settle, and classify that which is at present 
but vague theory, and loose though elegant assertion. 

Yes : a single eye can but trace a very few and simple 
varieties of the enormous universe of Snobs. I sometimes 
think of appealing to the public, and calling together a 
congress of savans^ such as met at Southampton — each to 
bring his contributions and read his paper on the Great 
Subject. For what can a single poor few do, even with 
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the subject at present in hand i English Snobs on the 
Continent — ^though thejr are a hundred thousand times 
less numerous than on their native island, yet even these 
few are too many. One can only fix a stray one here 
and there. The individuals are caught — the thousands 
escape. I have noted down but three whom I have met 
with in my walk this morning through this pleasant 
marine city of Boulogne. 

There is the English Raff Snob, that frequents 
ntaminets and cabarets ; who is heard yelling, ' We won't 
go home till morning ! ' and startling the midnight 
echoes of quiet Continental towns with shrieks of 
English slang. The boozy unshorn wretch is seen 
hovering round quays as packets arrive, and tippling 
drams in inn-bars where he gets credit. He talks 
French with slang familiarity : he and his like quite 
people the debt-prisons on the Continent. He plays 
pool at the billiard-houses, and may be seen engaged at 
cards and dominoes of forenoons. His signature is to 
be seen on countless bills of exchange ; it belonged to an 
honourable family once, very likely; for the English 
Raff most probably began by being a gentleman, and has 
a father over the water who is ashamed to hear his name. 
He has cheated the old * governor * repeatedly in better 
days, and swindled his sisters of their portions, and 
robbed his younger brothers. Now he is living on his 
wife's jointure : she is hidden away in some dismal 
garret, patching shabby finery and cobbling up old 
clothes for her children — the most miserable and 
slatternly of women. 

Or sometimes the poor woman and her daughters go 
about timidly, giving lessons in English and music, or do 
embroidery and work under-hand, to purchase the means 
for the poUau-feu ; while Raff is swaggering on the quay, 
or tossing off glasses of coenac at the cafl. The un- 
fortunate creature has a child still every year, and her 
constant hypocrisy is to try and make her girls believe 
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that their father is a respectable man, and to huddle him 
out of the waj when the brute comes home drunk. 

Those poor ruined souls get together and have a 
society of their own, the which it is very aflFecting to 
watch — those tawdry pretences at gentility, those flimsy 
attempts at gaiety : those woeful sallies ; that jingling 
old piatio ; oh, it makes the heart sick to see and hear 
them. As Mrs. Ra£^ with her company of pale 
daughters, gives a penny tea to Mrs. Diddler, they talk 
about bygone times and the fine society they kept ; and 
they sing feeble songs out of tattered old music-books ; 
and while engaged in this sort of entertainment, in 
comes Captain Raff with his greasy hat on one ^de, and 
straightwav the whole of the dismal room reeks with a 
mingled odour of smoke and spirits. 

Has not everybody who has lived abroad met Captain 

Raff i His name is proclaimed, every now and then, by 

Mr. Sheriff^s Officer Hemp ; and about Boulogne, and 

Paris, and Brussels, there are so many of his sort that I 

will lay a wager that I shall be accused of gross 

personality for showing him up. Many a less irreclaim- 

aUe villain is transported ; many a more honourable man 

is at present at the treadmill ; and although we are the 

noblest, greatest, most religious, and most moral people 

in the world, I would still like to know where, except in 

the United Kingdom, debts are a matter of joke, and 

making tradesmen * suffer' a sport that gentlemen own 

to ? It is dishonourable to owe money in France. You 

never hear people in other parts of Europe brag of their 

swindling ; or see a prison in a large Continental town 

which is not more or less peopled with English rogues. 

A still more loathsome and dangerous Snob than the 

above transparent and passive scamp, is frequent on the 

continent of Europe, and my young Snob friends who 

are travelling thither should be especially warned against 

him. Captain Legg is a gentleman, like Raff, though 

perhaps of a better degree. He has robbed his htxdly too, 
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but of a great deal more, and has boldly tlishonoured bills 
for thousands, where Raff has been boggling over the 
clumsy conveyance of a ten-pound note. Legg is always 
at the best inn, with the finest waistcoats and moustaches, 
or tearing about in the fiashest of britzkas, while poor 
Raff is tipsifying himself with spirits, and smoking cheap 
tobacco* It is amazing to think that Legg* so often 
shown up, and known everywhere, is flourishing yet. 
He would sink into utter ruin, but for the constant and 
ardent love of gentility that distinguishes the English 
Snob. There is many a young fellow of the middle 
iclasses who must know Legg to be a rogue and a cheat ; 
and yet from his desire to be in the fashion, and his 
admiration of tip-top swells, and from his ambition to air 
himself by the side of a Lord's son, will let Legg make 
an income out of him ; content to pay, so long as he can 
enjoy that society. Many a worthy &ther of a family, 
when he hears that his son is riding about with Captain 
Legg, Lord Levant's son, is rather pleased that young 
Hopeful should be in such good company. 

Legg and his friend, Major Macer, make professional 
tours through Europe, and are to be found at the right 
places at the right time. Last year I heard how my 
youne acquaintance, Mr. MufF, from Oxford, going to 
see a little life at a Carnival ball at Paris, was accosted 
by an Englishman who did not know a word of the 

d d language, and hearing Muff* speak it so admirably, 

begged him to interpret to a waiter with whom there 
was a dispute about refreshments. It was quite a 
comfort, the stranger said, to see an honest English face ; 
and did MufF know where there was a good place for 
supper ? So those two went to supper, and who should 
come in, of all men in the world, but Major Macer i 
And so Legg introduced Macer, and so there came on a 
little intimacy, and three-card loo, &c. &c. Year after 
year scores of Muffs, in various places in the world, arc 
victimised by Legg and Macer. The story is so stale, 
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the trick of seduction so entirely old and clumsy, that it 
is only a wonder people can be taken in any more : but 
the temptations of vice and gentility together are too 
much for young English Snobs, and those simple young 
victims are caught fresh every day. Though it is only 
to be kicked and cheated by men of fashion, your true 
British Snob will present himself for the honour. 

I need not allude here to that very common British 
Snob, who makes desperate efforts at becoming intimate 
with the great Continental aristocracy, such as old Rolls, 
the baker, who has set up his quarters in the Faubourg 
Saint Germain, and will receive none but Carlists, and 
no French gentleman under the rank of a Marquis. We 
can all of us laugh at that fellow's pretensions well 
enough — we who tremble before a great man of our own 
nation. But, as you say, my brave and honest John 
Bull of a Snob, a French Marquis of twenty descents is 
very different from an English Peer ; and a pack of 
l>cggarly German and Italian Fuersten and Principi 
awaken the scorn of an honest-minded Briton. But our 
aristocracv ! — that's a very different matter. They are 
the real leaders of the world — the real old original-and- 
no-mistake nobility. Off* with your cap. Snob ; down 
on your knees, Snob, and truckle. 




Tired of the town, where the sight of the closed 
shutters of the nobility, my friends, makes my heart 
sick in my walks ; afraid almost to sit in those vast Pall 
Mall solitudes, the Clubs, and of annoying the Club 
waiters, who might, I thought, be going to shoot in the 
country but for me, I determined on a brief tour in the 
provinces, and paying some visits in the country which 
were long due. 

My first visit was to my friend Major Ponto (H.P. of 
the Horse Marines), in Mangelwurzelshire. The Major, 
in his little phaeton, was in waiting to take me up at 
the station. The vehicle was not certainly splendid, but 
such a carriage as would accommodate a plain man (as 
Ponto said he was) and a numerous family. We drove 
by beautiful fresh fields and green hedges, through a 
cheerful English landscape ; the high-road, as smooth 
and trim as the way in a nobleman's park, was charm- 
ingly chequered with cool shade and golden sunshine. 
Rustics in snowy smock-frocks jerked their hats off 
smiling as we passed. Children, with cheeks as red as 
the apples in the orchards, bobbed curtseys to us at the 
cottage doors. Blue church spires rose here and there in 
the distance ; and as the buxom gardener's wife opened 
the white gate at the Major's little ivy-covered lodge, 
and we drove through the neat plantations of firs and 
evergreens, up to the house, my bosom felt a joy and 
elation which I thought it was impossible to experience 
in the smoky atmosphere of a town. * Here,' I mentallv 
exclaimed, * is all peace, plenty, happiness. Here I shall 
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be rid of Snobs. There can be none in this charming 
Arcadian spot.' 

Stripes, the Major's man (formerly corporal in his 
gallant corps), received my portmanteau, and an elegant 
little present, which I had brought from town as a peace- 
oflFering to Mrs. Ponto ; viz., a cod and oysters from 
Grove's, in a hamper about the size of a coffin. 

Ponto's house ('The Evergreens' Mrs. P. has 
christened it) is a perfect Paradise of a place. It is all 
over creepers, and bow-windows, and verandahs* A 
wavy lawn tumbles up and down all round it, with 
flower»beds of wonderful shapes, and zigzag gravel 
walks, and beautiful but damp shrubberies of mjrrtles 
and glistening laurustines, which have procured it its 
change of name. It was called Little Bullock's Pound 
in old Doctor Ponto's time. I had a view of the pretty 
grounds, and the stable, and the adjoining village and 
church, and a great park beyond, from the windows of 
the bedroom whither Ponto conducted me. It was the 
yellow bedroom, the freshest and pleasantest of bed- 
chambers; the air was fragrant with a large bouquet 
that was placed on the writing-table ; the linen was 
fragrant with the lavender in which it had been 
laid : the chintz hangings of the bed and the big sofa 
were, if not fragrant with flowers, at least painted all 
over with them ; the penwiper on the table was the 
imitation of a double dahlia ; and there was accommoda- 
tion for my watch in a sunflower on the mantelpiece. 
A scarlet-leaved creeper came curling over the windows, 
through which the setting sun was pouring a flood of 
golden light. It was all flowers and freshness. Oh, 
how unlike those black chimney-pots in St. Alban's 
Place, London, on which these weary eyes are 
accustomed to look. 

^ It must be all happiness here, Ponto,' said I, flinging 
myself down into the snug bergerey and inhaling such a 
delicious draught of country air as all the millefleurs of 
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Mr. Atkinson's shop cannot impart to any the most 
expensive pocket-handkerchief. 

^Nice place, isn't it?' said Ponto. 'Quiet and 
unpretending. I like everything quiet. You've not 
brought your valet with you i Stripes will arrange your 
dressing-things ; ' and that functionary, entering at the 
same time, proceeded to gut my portmanteau, and to lay 
out the black kerseymeres, *thc rich cut velvet Genoa 
waistcoat,' the white choker, and other polite articles of 
evening costume, with great gravity and despatch. ^ A 
great dinner-party,' thinks I to myself, seeing these 
preparations (and not, perhaps, displeased at the idea that 
some of the best people in the neighbourhood ixrere 
coming to see me). 'Hark, there's the first bell 
ringing ! ' said Ponto, moving away ; and, in &ct, a 
clamorous harbinger of victuals began clanging from the 
stable turret, and announced the agreeable fact that 
dinner would appear in half-an-hour. ' If the dinner is as 
grand as the dinner-bell,' thought I, * faith, Fm in good 
quarters ! ' and had leisure, during the half-hour's 
interval, not onlv to advance my own person to the 
utmost polish of elegance which it is capable of receiving, 
to admire the pedigree of the Pontos hanging over the 
chimney, and the Ponto crest and arms emblazoned on 
the wash-hand basin and jug, but to make a thousand 
reflections on the happiness of a country life — upon the 
innocent friendliness and cordiality of rustic intercourse ; 
and to sigh for an opportimity of retiring, like Ponto, to 
my own fields, to my own vine and fig-tree, with a 
placens uxor in my domus, and a half-score of sweet 
young pledges of affection sporting round my paternal 
knee. 

Clang ! At the end of the thirty minutes, dinner-bell 
number two pealed from the adjacent turret. I hastened 
downstairs, expecting to find a score of healthy country 
folk in the drawing-room. There was only one person 
there ; a tall and Roman-nosed lady, glistering over with 
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bugles, in deep mourning. She rose, advanced two steps, 
made a majestic curtsey, during which all the bugles in 
her awful head-dress began to twiddle and quiver — and 
then said, * Mr. Snob, we are very happy to see you at the 
Evergreens,' and heaved a great sigh. 

This, then, was Mrs. Major Ponto ; to whom, making 
my very best bow, I replied, that I was very proud to 
make her acquaintance, as also that of so charming a 
place as the Evergreens. 

Another sigh. *We are distantly related, Mr. Snob,' 
said she, shaking her melancholy head. ^ Poor dear Lord 
Rubadub.' 

* Oh ! ' said I ; not knowing what the deuce Mrs. 
Major Ponto meant. 

' Major Ponto told me that you were of the Leicester- 
shire Snobs: a very old family, and related to Lord 
Snobbington, who married Laura Rubadub, who is a 
cousin of mine, as was her poor dear father, for whom we 
are mourning. What a seizure ! only sixty-three, and 
apoplexy quite unknown until now in our &mily ! In 
life we are in death, Mr. Snob. Does Lady Snobbington 
bear the deprivation well ? * 

*Why, really, ma'am, I — I don't know,' I replied, 
more and more confused. 

As she was speaking I heard a sort of cbop^ by 
which well-known sound I was aware that somebody 
was opening a bottle of wine, and Ponto entered, 
in a huge white neckcloth, and a rather shabby black 
suit. 

'My love,' Mrs. Major Ponto said to her husband, 
*we were talking of our cousin — poor dear Lord 
Rubadub. His death has placed some of the first families 
in England in mourning. Does Lady Rubadub keep the 
house in Hill Street, do you know ? * 

I didn't know ; but I said, 'I believe she does,' at a 
venture ; and, looking down to the drawing-room table, 
saw the inevitable, abominable, maniacal, absurd, dis- 
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gxisting ^ Peerage ' open on the table, interleaved with 
annotations, and open at the article ^ Snobbington.' 

^ Dinner is served/ says Stripes, flinging open the door ; 
and I gave Mrs. Major Ponto my arm. 

CHAPTER XXXII 

A VISIT TO SOME COUNTRY SNOBS 

Of the dinner to which we now sat down, I am not 
going to be a severe critic. The mahogany I hold to be 
inviolable ; but this I will say, that I prefer sherry to 
Marsala when I can get it, and the latter was the wine 
of which I have no doubt I heard the ^ cloop ' just before 
dinner. Nor was it particularly good of its kind ; how- 
ever, Mrs. Major Ponto did not evidently know the 
di£Ference, for she called the liquor Amontillado during 
the whole of the repast, and drank but half a glass of it, 
leaving the rest for the Major and his guest. 

Stripes was in the livery of the Ponto family — sl 
thought shabby, but gorgeous in the extreme — lots of 
magnificent worsted lace, and livery buttons of a very 
notable size. The honest fellow's hands, I remarked, 
were very large and black ; and a fine odour of the stable 
was wafted about the room as he moved to and fro in bis 
ministration. I should have preferred a clean maid- 
servant, but the sensations of Londoners are too acute 
perhaps on these subjects ; and a faithful John, after all, 
is more genteeL 

From the circumstances of the dinner being composed 
of pig's head mock- turtle soup, of pig's fry and roast ribs 
of pork, I am led to imagine that one of Ponto's black 
Hampshires had been sacrificed a short time previous to 
my visit* It was an excellent and comfortable repast; 
only there was rather a sameness in it, certainly. I made 
a similar remark the next day. 
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During the dinner Mrs. Ponto asked me many 
questions regarding the nobility, my relatires. ^ When 
Lady Angelina Skeggs would come out i and if the 
countess her mamma ' (this was said wkh much archness 
and he-he-ing) ^ still wore that extraordinary purple hair- 
dye i * ^ Whether my Lord Guttlebury kept, besides 
his French chef, and an English cordon-bleu for the 
roasts, an Italian for the confectionei^y ? ' ^ Who 
attended at Lady Clapperclaw's conversazioni i ' and 
' whether Sir John Champignon's ** Thursday Mornings " 
were pleasant ? ' Was it true that Lady Carabas, want- 
ing to pawn her diamonds, found that they were paste, 
and that the Marquis had disposed of them beforehand ? ' 
' How was it that Snu£Sn, the great tobacco-merchant, 
broke ofF the marriage which was on the tapis between 
him and their second daughter ; and was it true that a 
mulatto lady came over from the Havannah and forbade 
the match ? ' 

^ Upon my word, Madam,' I had begun, and was 
going on to say that I didn't know one word about all 
these matters which seemed so to interest Mrs. Major 
Ponto, when the Major^ giving me a tread or stamp with 
his large foot under the table, said — 

^Come, come, Snob my boy, we are all tiled, you 
know. We inow you're one of the fashioaable people 
about town : we saw your name at Lady Clapperclaw's 
sairies^ and the Champignon breakfasts ; and as for the 
RubadttbSj of course, afr relation&-<~^' 

< Oh, c^ course, I dine there t^^^ice a week,' I said \ 
and then I remembered that my cousin, Humphry Sliob, 
of the Middle Temple^ i$ a grent frequenter of genteel 
societies, and to have seen bis name in the Morning Post 
at the tag-end of several party lists. Soi^ taking thehint, 
I a^i ashamed to say I indulged Mrs. Major PoAto with 
a deal oi information about the first families in Eagland| 
such as would astonish those gireat personages if they 
knew it. I described to her most accurately' the three 
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reigning beauties of last season at Almack's : told her in 
confidence that his Grace the D— — of W was 

going to be married the day after his Statue was put up ; 

that his Grace the D of D was also about to 

lead the fourth daughter of the Archduke Stephen to the 
hymeneal altar : — and talked to her, in a word, just in 
the style of Mrs. Gore's last fashionable novel. 

Mrs. Major was quite fascinated by this brilliant 
conversation. She began to trot out scraps of French 
just for all the world as they do in the novels ; and kissed 
her hand to me quite graciously, telling me to come soon 
to caff]^, ung pu it Miuick o sataig — ^with which she 
tripped off like an elderly fairy. 

' Shall I open a bottle of port, or do you ever drink 
such a thing as hollandsand water ? ' says Ponto, looking 
ruefully at me. This was a very different style of thing 
to what I had been led to expect from him at our 
smoking-room at the club : where he swaggers about 
hb horses and his cellar : and slapping me on the shoulder 
used to say, ^ Come down to Mangelwurzelshire, Snob 
my boy, and I'll give you as good a day's shooting and 
as good a glass of claret as any in the country.' — 
^ Well,' I said, ^ I like hoUands much better than port, 
and gin even better than holhmds.' This was lucky. 
It was gin; and Stripes brought in hot water on a 
splendid plated tray. 

The jingling of a harp and piano soon announced 
that Mrs. Ponto's ungpm de Jkhsici had commenced, and 
the smell of the stable again entering the dining-room, 
in the person of Stripes, summoned us to caj^ and the 
little concert. She beckoned me with a winning smile 
to the sofa, on which she made room for me, and where 
we could command a fine view of the backs of the yoimg 
ladies who were performing the musical entertainment. 
Very broad backs they were too, strictly according to the 
present mode, 'for crinoline or its substitutes is not an 
expensive luxury, and young people in the country can 
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afford to be in the fashion at very trifling charges. Miss 
Emily Ponto at the piano, and her sister Maria at that 
somewhat exploded instrument the harp, were in light 
blue dresses that looked all flounce, and spread out like 
Mr. Green's balloon when inflated. 

' Brilliant touch Emily has — what a fine arm Maria's 
is/ Mrs. Ponto remarked good-naturedly, pointing out 
the merits of her daughters, and waving her own arm in 
such a way as to show that she was not a little satisfied 
with the beauty of that member. I observed she had 
about nine bracelets and bangles, consisting of chains 
and padlocks, the Major's miniature, and a variety of 
brass serpents with fiery ruby or tender turquoise eyes, 
writhing up to her elbow almost, in the most profuse 
comortions. 

* I ou recognise those polkas ? They were played at 
Devonshire House on the 23rd of July, the day of the 
grand fete.' So I said yes — I know 'cm quite intimately ; 
and began wagging my head as if in acknowledgment of 
those old friends. 

When the performance was concluded, I had the 
felicity of a presentation and conversation with the two 
tall and scraggy Miss Pontos; and Miss Wirt, the 
governess, sat down to entertain us with variations on 
^ Sich a gettin' up Stairs.' They were determined to be 
in the iis^hion. 

For the performance of the * Gettin' up Stairs,' I have 
no other name but that it was a stunner. First Miss 
Wirt, with great deliberation, played the original and 
beautiful melody, cutting it, as it were, out of the 
instrument, and firing off each note so loud, clear, and 
sharp, that I am sure Stripes must have heard it in the 
stable. 

^ What a finger ! ' says Mrs. Ponto ; and indeed it 
was a finger, as knotted as a turkey's drumstick, and 
splaying ail over the piano. When she had banged out 
the tune slowly, she began a different manner of * Gettin' 
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up Stairs,' and did so with a furj and swiftness quite 

incredible. She spun upstairs; she whirled upstairs; 

she galloped upstairs; she rattled upstairs; and then 

having got the tune to the top landing, as it were, she 

hurled it down again shrieking to the bottoai floor, 

where it sank in a crash as if exhausted by the breathless 

rapidity of the descent. Then Miss Wirt played the 

^ Gettin' up Stairs ' with the most pathetic and ravishing 

solemnity ; plaintive moans and sobs issued from the 

keys — you wept and trembled as you were gettin' up 

suirs. Miss Wirt's hands seemed to faint and wail and 

die in variations ; again, and she went up with a savage 

clang and rush of trumpets, as if Miss Wirt was storming 

a breach ; and although I knew nothing of music, as I 

sat and listened with my mouth open to this wonderful 

display, my caffy grew cold, and I wondered the windows 

did not crack and the chandelier start out of the beam 

at the sound of this earthquake of a piece of music. 

* Glorious creature ! Isn't she ? ' said Mrs. Ponto. — 
' Squirtz's favourite pupil — inestimable to have such a 
creature. Lady Carabas would give her eyes for her ! 
A prodigy of accomplishments ! Thank you. Miss 
Wirt I ' — And the young ladies gave a heave and a gasp 
of admiration — a deep-breathing gushing sound, such as 
you hear at church when the sermon comes to a full 
stop. 

Miss Wirt put her two great double-knuckled hands 
round a waist of her two pupils, and said, *My dear 
children, I hope you will be able to plav it soon as well 
as your poor little governess. When I lived with the 
Dunsinanes, it was the dear Duchess's favourite, and 
Lady Barbsura and Lady Jane Macbeth learned it. It 
was while hearing Jane play that, I remember, that dear 
Lord Castletoddy first fell in love with her ; and though 
he is but an Irish Peer, with not more than fifteen 
thousand a year, I persuaded Jane to have him. Do you 
know Castletoddy, Mr. Snob? — round towers — sweet 
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place — county Mayo. Old Lord Castletoddy (the 
present Lord was then Lord Inishowan) was a most 
eccentric old man — they say he was mad. I heard his 
Royal Highness the poor dear Duke of Sussex — (such a 
man, my dears, but, alas! addicted to smoking!) — I 
heard His Royal Highness say to the Marquis of 
Anglesey, ^^ I am sure Castletoddy is mad ! " but 
Inishowan wasn^t in marrying my sweet Jane, though 
the dear child had but her ten thousand pounds pour 
taut potageP 

^Most invaluable person,' whispered Mrs. Major 
Ponto to me. * Has lived in the very highest society : ' 
and I, who have been accustomed to see governesses 
bullied in the world, was delighted to find this one 
ruling the roast, and to think that even the majestic 
Mrs. Ponto bent before her. 

As for my pipe, so to speak, it went out at once. I 
hadn't a word to say against a woman who was intimate 
with every Duchess in the Red Book. She wasn't the 
rosebud, but she had been near it. She had rubbed 
shoulders with the great, and about these we talked all 
the evening incessantly, and about the fashions, and 
about the Court until bed-time came. 

^ And are there Snobs in this Elysium ? ' I exclaimed, 
jumping into the lavender-perRimed bed. Ponto's 
snoring boomed from the neighbouring bedroom in 
reply. 




Something like a Journal of the proceedings at the 
Evergreens may be interesting to those foreign readers 
of Punch who want to know the customs of an English 
gentleman's family and household. There's plenty of 
time to keep the Journal. Piano strumming begins at 
six o'clock in the morning ; it lasts till breakfast, with 
but a minute's intermission, when the instrument 
changes hands, and Miss Emily practises in place of her 
sister Miss Maria. 

In fact, the confounded instrument never stops: 
when the young ladies are at their lessons, Miss Wirt 
hammers away at those stunning variations, and keeps 
her magnificent finger in exercise. 

I asked this great creature in what other branches of 
education she instructed her pupils? *The modern 
languages,* says she modestly ; * French, German, 
Spanish and Italian, Latin and the rudiments of Greek i^ 
desired. English, of course ; the practice of Elocution, 
Geography, and Astronomy, and the Use of the Globes, 
Algebra (but only as far as quadratic equations); for 
the poor ignorant female, you know, Mr. Snob, cannot 
be expected to know everything. Ancient and Modern 
History no young woman can be without ; and of these 
I make my beloved pupils perfect mistresses. Botany, 
Geology, and Mineralogy, I consider as amusements. I 
And with these I assure you we manage to pass the days j 
at the Evergreens not unpleasantly.* i 

Only these, thought I — what an education ! But I 

146 
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looked in one of Miss Ponto's manuscript song*books 
and found five &ults of French in four words ; and in a 
waggish mood asking Miss Wirt whether Dante Algiery 
inras so called because he was born at Algiers, received a 
smiling answer in the affirmative, which made me rather 
doubt about the accuracy of Miss Wirt's knowledge. 

When the above little morning occupations are con- 
cluded, these unfortunate young women perform what 
they call Calisthenic Exercises in the garden. I saw 
them to-day without any crinoline, pulling the garden- 
roller. 

Dear Mrs. Ponto was in the garden too, and as limp 
as her daughters ; in a faded bandeau of hair, in a 
battered bonnet, in a holland pinafore, in pattens, on a 
broken chair, snipping leaves off a vine. Mrs. Ponto 
measures many yards about in an evening. Ye 
heavens ! what a guy she is in that skeleton morning 
costume ! 

Besides Stripes, they keep a boy called Thomas or 
Tummus. Tummus works in the garden or about the 
pigsty and stable ; Thomas wears a page's costume of 
eruptive buttons. 

When anybody calls, and Stripes is out of the way, 
Tummus flings himself like mad into Thomas's clothes, 
and comes out metamorphosed like Harlequin in the 
pantomime. To-day, as Mrs. P. was cutting the grape- 
vine, as the young ladies were at the roller, down comes 
Tummus like a roaring whirlwind, with * Missus, Missus, 
there's company coomin' ! ' Away scurry the young 
ladies from the roller, down comes Mrs. P. from the old 
chair, off flies Tummus to change his clothes, and in an 
incredibly short space of time Sir John Hawbuck, my 
Lady Hawbuck, and Master Hugh Hawbuck are intro- 
duced into the garden with brazen effrontery by Thomas, 
who says, ^ Please Sir Jan and my Lady to walk this year 
way : / k?taw Missus is in the rose-garden/ 

And there, sure enough, she was ! 
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In a pretty little garden bonnet, with beautiful curling 
ringlets, with the smartest of aprons and the freshest of 
pearl-coloured gloves, this amazing woman was in the 
arms of her dearest Lady Hawbuck, ^Dearest Lady 
Hawbuck, how good of you ! Alwiays among my 
flowers I can't live away from them ! ' 

* Sweets to the sweet ! hum — a-ha — a-haw ! * says Sir 
John Hawbuck, who piques himself on his gallantry, and 
says nothing without ^ a-hum — a-ha — a-haw ! ' 

' Whcreth yaw pinnafaw ? ' cries Master Hugh. ' We 
thaw you in it, over the wall, didn't we, pa ? ' 

* Hum — ap-ha — a-haw ! ' burst out Sir John, dread- 
fully alarmed. * Where's Ponto ? Why wasn't he at 
Quarter Sessions? How are his birds this year, Mrs. 
ronto — have those Carabas pheasants done any haroi to 
your wheat ? a-hum — a-ha— a-haw ! ' and all this while 
he was making the most ferocious and desperate signals 
to his youthful heir. 

' Well, she wath in her pinnafaw, wathn't she, ma ? ' 
says Hugh, quite unabashed ; which question Lady 
Hawbuck turned away with a sudden query regarding 
her dear darling daughters, and the enfant terrible was 
removed by his &ther. 

* I hope you weren't disturbed by the music ? ' Ponto 
says. ' My girls, you know, practise four hours a day, 
you know — must do it, you know — absolutely necessary. 
As for me, you know I'm an early man, and in my farm 
every morning at five — no, no laziness for me* 

The facts are these. Ponto goes to sleep directly after 
dinner on entering the drawing*room, and wakes up 
when the ladies leave ofF practice at ten. From seven 
till ten, and from ten till five, is a very fair allowance of 
slumber for a man who says he's not a lazy man. It is my 
private opinion that when Ponto retires to what is called 
his ' Study/ he sleeps too. He locks himself up there 
daily two hours with the newspaper. 
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I saw the Hawbuck scene out of the Study, which 

commands the garden. It's a curious object, that Study, 

Ponto's library mostly consists of boots. He and Stripes 

have important interviews here of mornings, when the 

potatoes are discussed, or the fate of the calf ordained, or 

sentence passed on the pig, &c. All the Major's bills 

are docketed on the Study table, and displayed like a 

lawyer's briefs. Here, too, lie displayed his hooks, 

knives, and other gardening irons, his whistles, and 

strings of spare buttons. He has a drawer of endless 

brown paper for parcels, and another containing a 

prodigious and never-failing supply of string. What a 

man can want with so many gig-whips I can never 

conceive. These, and fishing-rods, and landing-nets, 

and spurs, and boot-trees, and balls for horses, and 

surgical implements for the same, and favourite pots of 

shiny blacking, with which he paints his own shoes in 

the most elegant manner, and buckskin gloves stretched 

out on their trees, and his gorget, sash, and sabre of the 

Horse Marines, with his boot-hooks underneath in a 

trophy ; and the family medicine-chest, and in a corner 

the very rod with which he used to whip his son, 

Wellesley Ponto, when a boy (Wellesley never entered 

the 'Study' but for that awful purpose) — all these, with 

Mogg's ^ Road Book,' the Gardener's Chronicle^ and a 

backgammon-board, form the Major's library. Under 

the trophy there's a picture of Mrs. Ponto, in a lieht 

blue dress and train, and no waist, when she was first 

married ; a fox's brush lies over the frame, and serves to 

keep the dust off that work of art. 

'My library's small,' says Ponto, with the most 
amazing impudence, 'but well selected, my boy — well 
selected. I have been reading the ''History of 
England" all the morning.' 




We had the fish, which, as the kind reader may 
rememberi I had brought down in a delicate attention 
to Mrs. Ponto, to variegate the repast of next day ; and 
cod and oyster sauce, twice laid, salt cod and scolloped 
oysters, formed parts of the bill of fare until I began 
to fancy that the Ponto family, like our late revered 
monarch George II., had a fancy for stale fish. And 
about this time, the pig being consumed, we began upon 
a sheep. 

But how shall I forget the solemn splendour of a 
second course, which was served up in great state by 
Stripes in a silver dish and cover, a napkin round his 
dirty thumbs ; and consisted of a landrail, not much 
bigger than a corpulent sparrow. 

' My love, will you take any game ? ' says Ponto, with 
prodigious gravity ; and stuck his fork into that little 
mouthful of an island in the silver sea. Stripes, too, at 
intervals, dribbled out the Marsala with a solemnity 
which would have done honour to a Duke's butler. 
-> The Barmecide's dinner to Shacabac was only one 
degree removed from those solemn banquets. 

As there were plenty of pretty country places close 
by ; a comfortable country town, with good houses of 
gentlefolks ; a beautiful old parsonage, close to the 
church whither we went (and where the Carabas family 
have their ancestral carved and monumented Gothic 
pew), and every appearance of good society in the neigh- 
bourhood, I rather wondered we were not enlivened by 
the appearance of some of the neighbours at the Ever- 
greens, and asked about them. 

150 
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*We can't in our position of life — we can*t well 
associate with the attorney's family, as I leave you to 
suppose/ says Mrs. Ponto confidentially. — *Of course 
not/ I answered, though I didn't know why. • And the 
Doctor ? ' said I. 

'A most excellent worthy creature/ says Mrs P. j 
' saved Maria's life — really a learned man : but what can 
one do in one's position ? One may ask one's medical 
man to one's table certainly : but his femily, my dear 
Mr. Snob ! ' 

* Half-a-dozen little Gallipots,' interposed Miss Wirt, 
the governess : * he, he, he ! ' and the young ladies 
laughed in chorus. 

* We only live with the county families,' Miss Wirt * 
continued, tossing up her head. ^ The Duke is abroad : 
we are at feud with the Carabases ; the Ringwoods don't 
come down till Christmas : in fact, nobody's here till the 
hunting-season — positively nobody.' 

* Whose is the large red house just outside of the 
town ? ' 

'What ! the chiteau-calicot ? he, he, he ! That purse- 
proud ex-linendraper, Mr. Yardley, with the yellow 
liveries, and the wife in red velvet ? How can you, my 
dear Mr. Snob, be so satirical P The impertinence of 
those people is really something quite overwhelming.' 

* Well, then, there is the parson. Doctor Chrysostom. 
He's a gentleman, at any rate.' 

At this Mrs. Ponto looked at Miss Wirt. After their 
eyes had met, and they had wagged their heads at each 

* I have since heard that this aristocratic lady's father was a livery- 
bntton' maker in St. Martin's Lane ; where he met with misfortunes, and 
his daughter acquired her taste for heraldry. But it ma/ be tc^d to her 
credit, that out of her earnings she has kept the bedridden old bankrupt 
in great comfort and secrecy at Pentonville ; and furnished her brother's 
outfit for the Cadetship which her patron, Lord Swigglebiggle, gaye her 
when he was at the Board of Control. I have this information from a 
friend. To hear Miss Wirt herself, you would fancy that her papa was a 
Rothschild, and that the markets of Europe were convulsed when he went 
into the Gaauttt. 
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other, thev looked up to the ceiling. So did the young 
ladies. They thrilled. It was evident I had said some- 
thing very terrible. Another black sheep in the Church ! 
thought I, with a little sorrow ; for I don't care to own 
that I have a respect for the cloth. * I — ^I hope there's 
nothing wrong i * 

^ Wrong?' says Mrs. P., clasping her hands with a 
tragic air. 

^ Oh 1 ' says Miss Wirt and the two girls, gasping in 
chorus. 

* Well,' says I, * I'm very sorry for it. I never saw a 
nicer-looking old gentleman, or a better school, or heard 
a better sermon.' 

* He used to preach those sermons in a surplice,' hissed 
out Mrs. Ponto. ^ He's a Puseyite, Mr. Snob.' 

^ Heavenly powers ! ' sajrs I, admiring the pure ardour 
of these female theologians ; and Stripes came in ivith 
the tea. It's so weak that no wonder Ponto's sleep isn't 
disturbed by it. 

Of mornings we used to go out shooting. We had 
Ponto's own fields to sport over (where we got the 
landrail), and the non-preserved part of the Hawbuck 
property: and one evening in a stubble of Ponto's 
skirting the Carabas woods, we got among some 
pheasants, and had some real sport. I shot a hen, I 
know, greatly to my delight. * Bag it,' says Ponto, in 
rather a hurried manner : * here's somebody coming.' 
So I pocketed the bird. 

* You infernal poaching thieves ! ' roars out a man 
from the hedge in the garb of a gamekeeper. ^ I wish I 
could catch you on this side of the hedge. I'd put a 
brace of barrels into you, that I would.' 

* Curse that Snapper,' says Ponto, moving oflF : * he's 
alwa^ watching me like a spy.' 

* Carry off the birds, you sneaks, and sell 'em in 
London, roars the individual, who it appears was a 
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keeper of Lord Carabas. ^You'll get six shillings a 
brace for 'cm.' 

' Thu know the price of 'em well enough, and so does 
your master too, you scoundrel,' says Ponto, still 
retreating. 

*^We kill 'cm on our ground,' cries Mr. Snapper. 
' Pf^e don't set traps for other people's birds. We're no 
decoy ducks. We're no sneaking poachers. We don't 
shoot 'ens, like that 'ere Cockney, who's got the tail of 
one a-sticking out of his pocket. Only just come across 
the hed^e, that's all.' 

* I tell you what,' says Stripes, who was out with us 
as keeper this day (in fact he's keeper, coachman, 
gardener, valet, and bailiff, with Tummus under him), 
^ if you'll come across, John Snapper, and take your coat 
ofF, I'll give you such a whopping as you've never had 
since the last time I did it at Guttlebury Fair.' 

• Whop one of your own weight,' Mr. Snapper said, 
w^histling to his dogs, and disappearing into the wood. 
And so we came out of this controversy rather 
victoriously; but I began to alter my preconceived 
ideas of rural felicity. 




< Bfi hanged to your aristocrats ! ' Ponto said, in some 
conversation we had regarding the family at Carabas, 
between whom and the Evergreens there was a feud. 
* When I first came into the county — it was the year 
before Sir John BufF contested in the Blue interest — the 
Marquis, then Lord St. Michaels, who, of course, was 
Orange to the core, paid me and Mrs. Ponto such 
attentions, that I fairly confess I was taken in by the old 
humbug, and thought that I'd met with a rare neighbour. 
'Gad, sir, we used to get pines from Carabas, and 
pheasants from Carabas, and it was — ^^ Ponto, when will 
you come over and shoot ? " — ^and ^^ Ponto, our pheasants 
want thinning," — and my Lady would insist upon her 
dear Mrs. Poato coming over to Carabas to sleep, and 
put me I don't know to what expense for turbans and 
velvet gowns for my wife's toilette. Well, sir, the 
election takes place, and, though I was always a Liberal, 
personal friendship of course induces me to plump for St. 
Michaels, who comes in at the head of the poll. Next 
year, Mrs. P. insists upon going to town — with lodgings 
in Clarges Street at ten pounds a week, with a hired 
brougham, and new dresses for herself and the girls, and 
the deuce and all to pay. Our first cards were to 
Carabas House ; my Lady's are returned by a great big 
flunkey ; and I leave you to fancy my poor Betsy's 
discomfiture as the lodging-house maid took in the cards, 
and Lady St. Michaels drives away, though she actually 
saw us at the drawing-room window. Would you 
believe it, sir, that though we called four times afterwards, 
those infernal aristocrats never returned our visit ; that 
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though Lady Su Michaek gave nine dinner-parties and 

four dijeuners that season, she never asked us to one \ and 

that she cut us dead at the Opera, though Betsy was 

nodding to her the whole night ? We wrote to her for 

tickets for Almack's ; she writes to say that all hers 

were promised ; and said, in the presence of Wiggins, 

her lady's-maid, who told it to Diggs, my wife's woman, 

that she couldn't conceive how people in our station of 

life could so far forget themselves as to wish to appear 

in any such place 1 Go to Castle Carabas I I'd sooner 

die than set my foot in the house of that impertinent, 

insolvent, insolent jackanapes — and I hold him in scorn I * 

After this, Ponto gave me some private information 

regarding Lord Carabas's pecuniary affairs; how he 

owed money all over the country ; how Jukes the 

carpenter was utterly ruined and couldn't get a shilling 

of his bill ; how Biggs the butcher hanged himself for 

the same reason ; how the six big footmen never received 

a guinea of wages, and Snaffle, the state coachman, 

actually took o£F his blown-glass wig of ceremony and 

flung it at Lady Carabas's feet on the terrace before the 

Castle ; all which stories, as they are private, I do not 

think proper to divulge. But these details did not stifle 

my desire to see the famous mansion of Castle Carabas, 

nay, possibly excited my interest to know more about 

that lordly house and its owners. 

At the entrance of the park, there are a pair of great 
gaunt mildewed lodges — mouldy Doric temples with 
black chimney-pots, in the finest classic taste, and the 
gates of course are surmounted by the chats b$ttis^ the 
well-known supporters of the Carabas family. * Give 
the lodge-keeper a shilling/ says Ponto (who drove me 
near to it in his four-wheeled cruelty-chaise). ^I 
warrant it's the first piece of ready money she has 
received for some time.' I don't know whether there 
was any foundation for this sneer, but the gratuity was 
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received with a curtsey, and the gate opened for me to 
enter. * Poor old porteress ! * says I, inwardly. * You 
little know that it is the Historian of Snobs whom you 
let in I ' The gates were passed. A damp green stretch 
of park spread right and left immeasurably, confined by 
a chilly grey wall, and a damp long straight road 
between two huge rows of moist, dismal lime-trees, leads 
up to the Castle. In the midst of the park is a great 
black tank or lake, bristling over with rushes, and here 
and there covered over with patches of pea-soup. A 
shabby temple rises on an island in this delectable lake, 
which is approached by a rotten barge that lies at roost 
in a dilapidated boat-house. Clumps of elms and oaks 
dot over the huge green flat. Every one of them would 
have been down long since, but that the Marquis is not 
allowed to cut the timber. 

Up that long avenue the Snobographer walked in 
solitude. At the seventy-ninth tree on the left-hand 
side, the insolvent butcher hanged himself. I scarcely 
wondered at the dismal deed, so woeful and sad were the 
impressions connected with the place. So, for a mile 
and a half I walked — alone and thinking of death. 

I forgot to say the house is in full view all the way — 
except when intercepted by the trees on the miserable 
island in the lake — an enormous red-brick mansion, 
square, vast, and dingy. It is flanked by four stone 
towers with weathercocks. In. the midst of the grand 
facade is a huge Ionic portico, approached by a vast, 
lonely, ghastly staircase. Rows of black windows, 
framed in stone, stretch on either side, right and left — 
three storeys and eighteen windows of a row. You 
may see a picture of the palace and staircase, in the 
* Views of England and Wales/ with four carved and 
gilt carriages waiting at the gravel walk, and several 
parties of ladies and gentlemen in wigs and hoops, dotting 
the fatiguing lines of the stairs. 

But these stairs are made in great houses for people 
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not to ascend. The first Lady Carabas (they are but 
eighty years in the peerage), if she got out of her gilt 
coach in a shower, would be wet to the skin before she 
got half-way to the carved Ionic portico, where four 
dreary statues of Peace, Plenty, Piety, and Patriotism, 
are the only sentinels. You enter these palaces by 
back-doors. ' That was the way the Carabases got their 
peerage,' the misanthropic Ponto said after dinner. 

Well — I rang the bell at a little low side-door ; it 
clanged and jingled and echoed for a long, long while, 
till at length a face, as of a housekeeper, peered through 
the door, and, as she saw my hand in my waistcoat 
pocket, opened it. Unhappy, lonely housekeeper, I 
thought. Is Miss Crusoe in her island more solitary ? 
The door clapped to, and I was in Castle Carabas. 

* The side entrance and 'AH,' says the housekeeper. 
^The halligator hover the mantelpiece was brought 
home by Hadmiral St. Michaels, when a Capting with 
Lord Hanson. The harms on the cheers is the harms 
of the Carabas family.' The hall was rather comfort- 
able. We went clapping up a clean stone backstair, and 
then into a back passage cheerfully decorated with 
ragged light-green Kidderminster, and issued upon 

*THE GREAT 'aLL. 

* The great 'all is seventy-two feet in lenth, fifty-six in 
breath, and thirty-eight feet 'igh. The carvings of the 
chimlies, representing* the buth of Venus, and '£rcules, 
and Eyelash, is by Van Chislum, the most famous 
sculpture of his hage and country. The ceiling, by 
Calimanco, represents Painting, Harchitecture, and 
Music (the naked female figure with the barrel horgan) 
introducing George, ftist Lord Carabas, to the Temple 
of the Muses. Theiwinder ornaments is by Vanderputty. 
The floor is Patagonian marble ; and the chandelier m 
the centre was presented to Lionel, second Marquis, by 
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Lewy the Sixteenth, whose 'ead was cut hoff* in the 
French Revelation. We now henter — 

*THK SOUTH GALLERY. 

* One 'undred and forty-eight in lenth by thirty-two 
in breath ; it is profusely hornaminted by the choicest 
works of Hart* Sir Andrew Katz, founder of the 
Carabas family and banker of the Prince of Horange, 
Kneller. Her present Ladyship, by Lawrence. Lord 
St. Michaels, by the same — he is represented sittin' on a 
rock in velvet pantaloons. Moses in the buUrushes — 
the bull very fine, by Paul Potter. The toilet of Venus, 
Fantaski. Flemish Bores drinking, Van Ginnums. 
, Jupiter and Europia, De Horn. The Grandjunction 
Canal, Venis, by Candleetty ; and Italian Bandix, by 
Slavata Rosa.' — And so this worthy woman went on, 
from one room into another, from the blue room to the 
green, and the green to the grand saloon, and the grand 
saloon to the tapestry closet, cackling her list of pictures 
and wonders : and furtively turning up a corner of brown 
hoUand to show the colour of the old, feded, seedy, 
mouldy, dismal hangings. 

At last we came to her Ladjrship's bedroom. In the 
centre of this dreary apartment there is a bed about the 
size of one of those whizgig temples in which the Genius 
appears in a pantomime. The huge gilt edifice is 
approached by steps, and so tall that it might be let o£F in 
floors, for sleeping-rooms for all the Carabas family. An 
awful bed ! A murder might be done at one end of that 
bed, and people sleeping at the other end be ignorant of 
it. Gracious powers ! fimcy little Lord Carabas in a 
nightcap ascending those steps after putting out the 
candle ! 

The sight of that seedy and solitary splendour was too 
much for me. I should go mad were I that lonely 
housekeeper — in those enormous galleries — in that lonely 
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library, filled up with ghastly folios that nobody dares 
read, with an inkstand on the centre table like the coffin 
of a babv, and sad portraits staring at you from the 
bleak walls with their solemn mouldy eyes. No wonder 
that Carabas does not come down here often. It would 
require two thousand footmen to make the place cheerful. 
No wonder the coachman resigned his wig, that the 
masters are insolvent, and the servants perish in this huge 
dreary out-at-elbow place. 

A single family has no more right to build itself a 
temple of that sort than to erect a Tower of Babel.- 
Such a habitation is not decent for a mere mortal man. 
But, after all, I suppose poor Carabas had no choice. 
Fate put him there as it sent Napoleon to St. Helena. 
Suppose it had been decreed by Nature that you and I 
should be Marquises ? We wouldn't refuse, I suppose, 
but take Castle Carabas and all, with debts, duns, and 
mean makeshifts, and shabby pride, and swindling 
magnificence. 

Next season, when I read of Lady Carabas's splendid 
entertainments in the Morning Posty and see the poor 
old insolvent cantering through the Park — I shall have 
a much tenderer interest in these great people than I 
have had heretofore. Poor old shabby Snob I Ride on 
and fancy the world is still on its knees before the house 
of Carabas ! Give yourself airs, poor old bankrupt 
Magnifico, who are under money-obligations to your 
flunkeys ; and must stoop so as to swindle poor trades- 
men ! And for us, O my brother Snobs, oughtn't we 
to feel happy if our walk through life is more even, and 
that we are out of the reach of that surprising arrogance 
and that astounding meanness to which this wretched 
old victim is obliged to mount and descend. 




Notable as my reception had been (under that un- 
fortunate mistake of Mrs. Ponto that I was related to 
Lord Snobbington, which I was not permitted to 
correct), it was nothing compared to the bowing and 
kotooing, the raptures and flurry which preceded and 
welcomed the visit of a real live lord and lord's son, 
a brother officer of Cornet Welleslejr Ponto, in the 
I20th Hussars, who came over with the young Cornet 
from Guttlebury, where their distinguished regiment 
was quartered. This was my Lord Gules, Lord Saltire's 
grandson and heir : a very young, short, sandy-haired 
and tobacco-smoking nobleman, who cannot have left 
the nursery very long, and who, though he accepted the 
honest Major's invitation to the Evergreens in a letter 
written in a schoolboy handwriting, with a number of 
faults of spelling, may yet be a very fine classical scholar 
for what I know : having had his education at Eton, 
where he and young Ponto were inseparable. 

At any rate, if he can't write, he has mastered a 
number of other accomplishments wonderful for one of 
his age and size. He is one of the best shots and riders 
in England. He rode his horse Abracadabra, and won 
the famous Guttlebury steeplechase. He has horses 
entered at half the races in the country (under other 
people's names ; for the old lord is a strict hand, and 
will not hear of betting or gambling). He has lost and 
won such sums of money as my Lord George himself 
might be proud of. He knows all the stables, and all the 
jockeys, and has all the ' information/ and is a match for 
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the best Leg at Newmarket. Nobody was ever known 
to be ^ too much ' for him at play or in the stable. 

Although his grandfather makes him a moderate 
allowance, by the aid of post-obits and convenient friends 
he can live in a splendour becoming his rank. He 
has not distinguished himself in the knocking down of 
policemen much ; he is not big enough for that. But, 
as a light-weight, his skill is of the very highest order. 
At billiards he is said to be first-rate. He drinks and 
smokes as much as any two of the biggest officers in his 
regiment. With such high talents, who can say how 
far he may not go ? He may take to politics as a 
d^lassementy and be Prime Minister after Lord George 
Bentinck. 

My young friend Wellesley Ponto is a gaunt and bony 
youth, with a pale face profusely blotched. From his 
continually pulling something on his chin, I am led to 
fancy that he believes he has what is called an Imperial 
growing there. That is not the only tuft that is hunted 
in the family, by the way. He can't, of course, indulge 
in those expensive amusements which render his 
aristocratic comrade so respected : he bets pretty freely 
when he is in cash, and rides when somebody mounts 
him (for he can't ajSbrd more than his regulation 
chargers). At drinking he is by no means inferior ; and 
why do you think he brought his noble friend. Lord 
Gules, to the Evergreens ? — Why ? because he intended 
to ask his mother to order his father to pay his debts, 
which she couldn't refuse before such an exalted 
presence. Young Ponto gave me all this information 
with the most engaging frankness. We are old friends. 
I used to tip him when he was at school. 

* Gad 1 ' says he, * our wedgment's so doothid ex- 
thpenthif. M!ust hunt, you know. A man couldn't 
live in the wedgment if he didn't. Mess expenses 
enawmuth. Must dine at mess. Must drink champagne 
and claret. Ours ain't a port and sherry light-infantry 
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mess. Uniform's awful. Fitzstultz, our Colonel, will 
have 'em so. Must be a distinction, you know. At his 
own expense Fitzstultz altered the plumes in the men's 
caps (you called them shaving-brushes, Snob, my boy : 
most absurd and unjust that attack of yours, by the 
way) ; that altewation alone cotht him five hundred 
pound. The year befaw latht he horthed the wegi- 
ment at an immenthe expenthe, and we're called the 
Queen'th Own Pyebalds from that day. Ever theen uth 
on pawade ? The Empewar Nicolath burtht into tearth 
of envy when he thawuth at Windthor. And you see,' 
continued my young friend, * I brought Gules down 
with me, as the Governor is very sulky about shelling 
out, just to talk my mother over, who can do anything 
with him. Gules told her that I was Fitzstultz's 
favourite of the whole regiment ; and. Gad ! she thinks 
the Horse Guards will give me my troop for nothing ; 
and he humbugged the governor that I was the greatest 
screw in the army. Ain't it a good dodge ? ' 

With this Wellesley left me to go and smoke a cigar 
in the stables with Lord Gules, and make merry over the 
cattle there, under Stripes's superintendence. Young 
Ponto laughed with his friend at the venerable four- 
wheeled cruelty-chaise ; but seemed amazed that the 
latter should ridicule still more an ancient chariot of the 
build of 1824, emblazoned immensely with the arms of 
the Pontos and the Snaileys, from which latter dis- 
tinguished family Mrs. Ponto issued. 

I found poor ron in his study among his boots, in such 
a rueful attitude of despondency, that I could not but 
remark it. * Look at that ! ' says the poor fellow, 
handing me over a document. 'It's the second change 
in uniform since he's been in the army, and yet there's 
no extravagance about the lad. Lord Gules tells me he 
is the most careful youngster in the regiment, God IjJess 
him ! But look at that ! by Heaven, Snob, look at that 
and say how can a man of nine hundred keep out of the 
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Bench ? ' He gave a sob as he handed me the paper 
across the table ; and his old face, and his old corduroys, 
and his shrunk shooting-jacket, and his lean shanks, 
looked, as he spoke, more miserably haggard, bankrupt, 
and threadbare. 

Lieut. Wellbsley Ponto, 120/^^ Queen* s Own Pye bald Hussars^ 

To Knopf and Stecknadel, 

Conduit Street^ London. 
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That evening Mrs. Ponto and her family made their 
darling Wellesley give a full, true, and particular account 
of everything that had taken place at Lord Fitzstultz's : 
how many servants waited at dinner ; and how the 
Ladies Schneider dressed ; and what His Royal Highness 
said when he came down to shoot ; and who was there ? 
^ What a blessing that boy is to me 1 ' said she, as my 
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pimple-faced young friend moved oflF to resume smoking 
operations with Gules in the now vacant kitchen ; — ^and 
poor Ponto's dreary and desperate look, shall I ever forget 
that? 

O you parents and guardians ! O you men and 
women of sense in England I O you legislators about to 
assemble in Parliament I read over that tailor's bill above 
printed — read over that absurd catalogue of insane gim- 
cracks and madman's tomfoolery — and say how are you 
ever to get rid of Snobbishness when society does so 
much for its education ? 

Three hundred and forty pounds for a young chap's 
saddle and breeches I Before George, I would rather be 
a Hottentot or a Highlander. We laugh at poor Jocko, 
the monkey, dancing in uniform ; or at poor Jeames, the 
flunkey, with his quivering calves and plush tights ; or 
at the nigger Marquis of Marmalade, dressed out with 
sabre and epaulets, and giving himself the airs of a field- 
marshal. Lo ! is not one of the Queen's Pyebalds, in 
full fig, as great and foolish a monster? 




At last came that Fortunate day at the Evergreens, when 

1 was to be made acquainted with some of the ' county 
&milies' with whom only people of Ponto's rank conde- 
sccnded to associate. And now, although poor Ponto 
had just been so cruelly made to bleed on occasion of his 
son's new uniform, and though he was in the direst and 
most cut-throat spirits, with an overdrawn account at 
the banker's, and other pressing evils of poverty ; although 

2 tenpenny bottle of Marsala and an awful parsimony 
presided generally at his table, yet the poor fellow was 
obliged to assume the most franlc and jovial air of 
cordiality ; and all the covers being removed from the 
hangings, and new dresses being procured for the young 
ladies, and the family plate being unlocked and displayed, 
the house and all within assumed a bcnevolentand festive 
appearance. The kitchen fires began to blaze, the good 
wine ascended from the cellar, a professed cook actually 
came over from Guttlebury to compile culinary abomina- 
tions. Stripes was in a new coat, and so was Ponto, for 
a wonder, and Tummus's button-suit was worn t« 
permanence* 

And all this to show off the little lord, thinks I. All 
this in honour of a stupid little cigarified Cornet of 
Dragoons, who can barely write his name — while an 
eminent and profound moralist like — somebody — is 
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fobbed off with cold mutton and relays of pig. Well, 
well : a martyrdom of cold mutton is just bearable. I 
pardon Mrs. ronto, from my heart I do, especially as I 
wouldn't turn out of the best bedroom, in spite of all 
her hints; but held my ground in the chintz tester, 
vowing that Lord Gules, as a young man, was quite small 
and hardy enough to make himself comfortable elsewhere. 

The great Ponto party was a very august one. The 
Hawbucks came in their family coach, with the blood- 
red hand emblazoned all over it : and their man in yellow 
livery waited in country fashion at table, only to be 
exceeded in splendour by the Hipsleys, the opposition 
baronet, in light blue. The old Ladies Fitzague drove 
over in their little old chariot with the ht black horses, 
the fat coachman, the fat footman — (why are dowagers' 
horses and footmen always fat ?) And soon after these 
personages had arrived, with their auburn fronts and red 
beaks and turbans, came the Honourable and Reverend 
Lionel Pettipois^ who with General and Mrs. Sago 
formed the rest of the party. * Lord and Lady Frederick 
Howlet were asked, but they have friends at Ivybush,' 
Mrs. Ponto told me ; and that very morning, the 
Castlehaggards sent an excuse, as her Ladyship had a 
return of the quinsy. Between ourselves. Lady Castle- 
haggard's quinsy always comes on when there is dinner 
at the Evergreens. 

If the keeping of polite company could make a woman 
happy, surely my kind hostess Mrs. Ponto was on that 
day a happy woman. Every person present (except the 
unlucky impostor who pretended to a connection with 
the Snobbington family, and General Sago, who had 
brought home I don't know how many lacs of rupees 
from India) was related to the Peerage or the Baronet- 
age. Mrs. P. had her heart's desire. If she had been 
an Earl's daughter herself, could she have expected 
better company? — and her family were in the oil- 
trade at Bristol, as all her friends very well know. 
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What I complained of in my heart was not the dining 
— which, for this once, was plentiful and comfbruble 
enough — but the prodigious dulness of the talking part of 
the'entertainment. O my beloved brother Snobs of the 
City, if we love each other no better than our country 
brethren, at least we amuse each other m<Mre ; if we bore 
ourselves, we are not called upon to go ten miles to do 
it ! 

For instance, the Hipsleys came ten miles from the 
south, and the Hawbucks ten miles from the north, of 
the Evergreens; and were magnates in two different 
divisions of the county of Mangelwurzelshire. Hipsley, 
who is an old baronet, with a bothered estate, did not 
care to show his contempt for Hawbuck, who is a new 
creation, and rich. Hawbuck, on his part, gives himself 
patronising airs to General Sago, who looks upon the 
Pontos as little better than paupers. 'Old Lady 
Blanche,' says Ponto, ^ I hope will leave something to 
her god-daughter — my second girl — weVe all of us half- 
poisoned ourselves with taking her physic' 

Lady Blanche and Lady Rose Fitzague have — the 
first a medical, and the second a literary turn. I am 
inclined to believe the former had a wet compressi around 
her body, on the occasion when I had the happiness of 
meeting her. She doctors everybody in the neighbour- 
hood of which she is the ornament ; and has tried every- 
thing on her own person. She went into court, and 
testified publicly her faith in St. John Long : she swore 
by Doctor Buchan, she took quantities of Gambouge's 
Universal Medicine, and whole boxfuls of Parr's Life 
Pills. She has cured a multiplicity of headaches by 
Squinstone's Eyesnuff"; she wears a picture of 
Hahnemann in her bracelet, and a lock of Priessnitz's 
hair in a brooch. She talked about her own complaints, 
and those of her confidante for the time being, to every 
lady in the room successively, from our hostess down to 
Miss Wirt, taking them into corners, and whispering 
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about bronchitis, hepatitis, St. Vitus, neuralgia, 
cephabJgia, and so forth. I observed poor fat Lady 
Hawbuck in a dreadful alarm after some communication 
regarding the state of her daughter Miss Lucy Hawbuck's 
health, and Mrs. Sago turn quite yellow, and put down 
her third glass of Madeira, at a warning glance from 
Lady Blanche. 

Lady Rose ulked literature, and about the book-club 
at Guttlebury, and is very strong in voyages and travels. 
She has a prodigious interest in Borneo, and displayed 
a knowledge of the history of the Punjaub and Kaffir- 
land that does credit to her memory. Old General Sago, 
who sat perfectly silent and plethoric, roused up as from 
a lethargy when the former country was mentioned, and 
gave the company his story about a hog-hunt at 
Ramjugger. I observed her Ladyship treated with 
something like contempt her neighbour the Reverend 
Lionel Pettipois, a young divine whom you may track 
through the country by little * awakening ' books at half- 
a-crown a hundred, which dribble out of his pockets 
wherever he goes. I saw him give Miss Wirt a sheaf of 
* The Little Washerwoman on Putney Common,' and to 
Miss Hawbuck a couple of dozen of ' Meat in the 
Tray ; or, the Young Butcher-boy Rescued ; ' and on 
paying a visit to Guttlebury gaol, I saw two notorious 
fellows waiting their trial there (and temporarily 
occupied with a game of cribbage), to whom his 
Reverence offered a tract as he was walking over 
Crackshins Common, and who robbed him of his purse, 
umbrella, and cambric handkerchief, leaving him the 
tracts to distribute elsewhere. 




^ Why, dear Mr. Snob/ said a young lady of rank and 
fashion (to whom I present my best compliments), Mf 
you found everything so snobbish at the Evergreens, if 
the pig bored you and the mutton was not to your liking, 
and Mrs. Ponto was a humbug, and Miss Wirt a 
nuisance, with her abominable piano practice,— why did 
you stay so long ? * 

Ah, Miss, what a question 1 Have you never heard of 
gallant British soldiers storming batteries, of doctors 
passing nights in plague wards of lazarettos, and other 
instances of martyrdom i What do you suppose induced 

fentlemen to walk two miles up to the batteries of 
obraon, with a hundred and fifty thundering guns 
bowling them down by hundreds i — not pleasure, surely. 
What causes your respected father to quit his comfortable 
home for his chambers, after dinner, and pore over the 
most dreary law-papers until long past midnight ? Duty, 
Mademoiselle ; duty, which must be done alike by 
military, or legal, or literary gents. There's a power of 
martyrdom in our profession. 

You won't believe it ? Your rosy lips assume a smile 
of incredulity — a most naughty and odious expression in 
a young lady's face. Well, then, the fact is, that my 
chambers, No. 24 Pump Court, Temple, were being 
painted by the Honourable Society, and Mrs. Slamkin, 
my laundress, having occasion to go into Durham to 
see her daughter, who is married, and has presented her 
with the sweetest little grandson — z few weeks could not 
be better spent than in rusticating. But ah, how delight- 
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ful Pump Court looked when I revisited its well-known 
chimney-pots ! Cart luoghi. Welcome, welcome, O 
fog and smut I 

iBut if you think there is no moral in the foregoing 
account of the Pontine family, you are, madam, most 
painfully mistaken. In this very chapter we are going 
to have the moral — why, the whole of the papers are 
nothing but the moral, setting forth as they do the folly 
of being a Snob. 

You will remark that in the Country Snobography my 
poor friend Ponto has been held up almost exclusively 
for the public gaze — and why ? Because we went to no 
other house? Because other families did not welcome 
us to their mahogany ? No, no. Sir John Hawbuck of 
the Haws, Sir John Hipsley of Briary Hall, don't shut 
the gates of hospitality : of General Sago's mulUgatawny 
I could speak 'from experience. And the two old 
ladies at Guttlebury, were they nothing? Do you 
suppose that an agreeable young dog, who shall be 
nameless, would not be made welcome? Don't you 
know that people are too glad to see anybody in the 
country ? 

But those dignified personages do not enter into the 
scheme of the present work, and are but minor characters 
of our Snob drama; just as, in the play, kings and 
emperors are not half so important as many humble 
persons. The Doge of Venice, for instance, gives way 
to Othello, who is but a nigger ; and the King of 
France to Falconbridge, who is a gentleman of positively 
no birth at all. So with the exalted characters above 
mentioned. I perfectly well recollect that the claret 
at Hawbuck's was not by any means so good as that 
of Hipsley's, while, on the contrary, some white hermit- 
age at the Haws (by the way, the butler only gave me 
half a glass each time) was supernacular. And I 
remember the conversations. O madam, madam, how 
stupid they were ! The subsoil ploughing ; the pheasants 
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and poaching : the row about the representation of the 
county ;^ the Earl of Mangelwurzelshire being at 
variance with his relative and nominee, the Honourable 
Marmaduke Tomnoddy : all these I could put down had 
I a mind to violate the confidence of private life ; and 
a great deal of conversation about the weather, the 
Mangelwurzelshire Hunt, new manures, and eating and 
drinking, of course. 

But cut bono ? In these perfectly stupid and honour- 
able families there is not that Snobbishness which it is our 
purpose to expose. An ox is an ox — a great hulking, 
fat-sided, bellowing, munching Beef. He ruminates 
according to his nature, and consumes his destined 
portion of turnips or oil-cake, until the time comes for 
his disappearance from the pastures, to be succeeded by 
other deep-lunged and &t-ribbed animals. Perhaps we 
do not respect an ox. We rather acquiesce in him. 
The Snob^ my dear madam, is the Frog that tries to 
swell himself to ox size. Let us pelt the silly brute out 
of his folly. 

Look, I pray you, at the case of my unfortunate friend 
Ponto, a good-natured kindly English gentleman — ^not 
over-wise, but quite passable — fond of port-wine, of his 
family, of country sports and agriculture, hospitably 
minded, with as pretty a little patrimonial country-house 
as heart can desire, and a thousand pounds a year. It 
is not much ; but entre nouSy people can live for less, and 
not uncomfortably. 

For instance, there is the doctor, whom Mrs. P. does 
not condescend to visit : that man educates a mirific 
family, and is loved by the poor for miles round : and 
gives them port-wine for physic and medicine, gratis. 
And how those people can get on with their pittance, as 
Mrs. Ponto says, is a wonder to her^ 

Again, there is the clergyman. Doctor Chrysostom,-^ 
Mrs. P. says they quarrelled about Puseyism, but I am 
given to understand it was because Mrs. C. had the fas 
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of her at the Haws — ^you may see what the value of his 
living is any day in the ^ Clerical Guide ; ' but you don't 
know what he gives away. 

Even Pettipois allows that, in whose eyes the Doctor's 
surplice is a scarlet abomination ; and so does Pettipois 
do his duty in his way, and administer not only his tracts 
and his talk, but his money and his means to his people. 
As a lord's son, by the way, Mrs. Ponto is uncommonly 
anxious that he should marry either of the girls whom 
Lord Gules does not intend to choose. 

Well, although Pon's income would make up almost 
as much as that of these three worthies put together — 
oh, my dear madam, see in what hopeless penury the 
poor fellow lives ! What tenant can look to his forbear- 
ance ? What poor man can hope for his charity ? 
^ Master's the best of men,' honest Stripes says, * and 
when he was in the ridgment a more free-handed 
chap didn't live. But the way in which Missus 
du scryou — I wonder the young ladies is alive, that 
I du ! ^ 

They live upon a fine governess and fine masters, and 
have clothes make by Lady Carabas's own milliner ; and 
their brother rides with Earls to cover ; and only the best 
people in the county visit at the Evergreens, and 
Mrs. Ponto thinks herself a paragon of wives and 
mothers, and a wonder of the world, for doing all this 
misery and humbug, and snobbishness, on a thousand a 
year. 

What an inexpressible comfort it was, my dear madam, 
when Stripes put my portmanteau in the four-wheeled 
chaise, and (poor Pon being touched with sciatica) drove 
me over to * Carabas Arms ' at Guttlebury, where we 
took leave. There were some bagmen there in the 
Commercial Room, and one talked about the house he 
represented ; and another about his dinner, and a third 
about the inns on the road, and so forth — a talk, not 
very wise, but honest and to the purpose — about as good 
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as that of the country gentlemen : and oh, how much 
pleasanter than listening to Miss Wirt's show-pieces on 
the piano, and Mrs. Ponto's genteel cackle about the 
fashion and the county families ! 



CHAPTER XXXIX 

SNOBBIUM GATH£RUM 

When I see the great effect which these papers are 
producing on an intelligent public, I have a strong hope 
that before long we shall have a regular Snob-department 
in the newspapers, just as we have the Police Courts and 
the Court News at present. When a flagrant case of 
bone-crushing or Poor-law abuse occurs in the world, 
who so eloquent as the Times to point it out ? When a 
gross instance of snobbishness happens, why should not 
the indignant journalist call the public attention to that 
delinquency too ? 

How, for instance, could that wonderful case of the 
Earl of Mangelwurzel and his brother be examined in 
the Snobbish point' of view i Let alone the hectoring, 
the bullying, the vapouring, the bad grammar, the 
mutual recriminations, lie^givings, challenges, retracta- 
tions, which abound in the fraternal dispute — put out of the 
question these points as concerning the individual noble- 
man and his relative, with whose personal affairs we have 
nothing to do — ^and consider how intimately corrupt, 
how habitually grovelling and mean, how entirely 
Snobbish in a word, a whole county must be wl^ich can 
find no better chiefs or leaders than these two gentlemen. 
*We don't want,* the great county of Mangelwurzel- 
shire seems to say, ^ that a man should be able to write 
good grammar ; or that he should keep a Christian 

M 
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tongue in his head ; or that he should have the 
commonest decency of temper, or even a fair share of 
good sense, in order to represent us in Parliament. All 
we require is, that a man should be recommended to us 
by the Earl of Mangelwurzelshire. And all that we 
require of the Earl of Mangelwurzelshire is, that he 
should have fifty thousand a year and hunt the country.' 
O you pride of all Snobland I O you crawling, truckling, 
self-confessed lacqueys and parasites. 

But this is growing too savage : don't let us forget our 
usual amenity, and that tone of playfulness and sentiment 
with which the beloved reader and writer have pursued 
their mutual reflections hitherto. Well, Snobbishness 
pervades the little Social Farce as well as the great State 
Comedy ; and the self-same moral is tacked to either. 

There was, for instance, an account in the papers of a 
young lady who, misled by a fortune-teller, actually went 
part of the way to India (as far as Bagnigge Wells, I 
think) in search of a husband who was promised her 
there. Do you suppose this poor deluded little soul 
would have left her shop for a man below her in rank, or 
for anything but a darling of a Captain in epaulets and 
a red coat ? It was her Snobbish sentiment that misled 
her, and made her vanities a prey to the swindling 
fortune-teller. 

Case 2 was that of Mademoiselle de Saugrenue, * the 
interesting young Frenchwoman with a profusion of 
jetty ringlets,' who lived for nothing at a boarding-house 
at Gosport, was then conveyed to Fareham gratis : and 
being there, and lying on the bed of the good old lady 
her entertainer, the dear girl took occasion to rip open 
the mattress, and steal a cash-box, with which she fled to 
London. How would you account for the prodigious 
benevolence exercised towards the interesting young 
French lady ? Was it her jetty ringlets or her charming 
face ? — Bah ! Do ladies love others for having pretty 
faces and black hair ? — she said she was a relation of Lord 
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de Saugrenue : talked of her Ladyship her aunt, and of 
herself as a De Saugrenue. The honest boarding-house 
people were at her feet at once. Good, honest, simple, 
lord-loving children of Snobland ! 

Finally, there was the case of ^ the Right Honourable 
Mr. Vernon,' at York, The Right Honourable was the 
son of a nobleman, and practised on an old lady. He 
procured from her dinners, money, wearing-apparel, 
spoons, implicit credence, and an entire refit of linen. 
T*hen he cast his nets over a &mily of father, mother, and 
daughters, one of whom he proposed to marry. The 
father lent him money, the mother made jams and pickles 
for him, the daughters vied with each other in cooking 
dinners for the Right Honourable — and what was the 
end ? One day the traitor fled, with a teapot and a 
basketful of cold victuals. It was the ^ Right Honour- 
able * which baited the hook which gorged all these greedy 
simple Snobs. Would they have been taken in by a 
commoner ? What old lady is there, my dear sir, who 
would take in you and me, were we ever so ill-to-do, and 
comfort us, and clothe us, and give us her money, and 
her silver forks ? Alas and alas ! what mortal man that 
speaks the truth can hope for such a landlady ? And yet, 
all these instances of fond and credulous Snobbishness 
have occurred in the same week's paper, with who knows 
how many score more. 

Just as we had concluded the above remarks comes a 
pretty little note sealed with a pretty little butterfly- 
bearing a northern postmark — and to the following 
eflFect : — 

* 19/^ November, 
* Mr. Punch, — 

'Taking great interest in your Snob Papers, we are very 
aniious to know under what class of that respectable fraternity 
you would designate us. 

* We are three sisters, from seventeen to twenty-two. Our 
father is honestly and truly of a very good family (you will say 
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it is Snobbish to mention that, but I wish to state the plain 
fact) ; oar maternal grandfather was an Earl.* 

* We can afford to take in a stamped edition ofyou^ and all 
Dickens's works as fast as they come out, but we do /tot keep 
such a thing as a Peerage^ or even a Baronetage^ in the house. 

' We live with every comfort, excellent cellar, &c, &c. ; 
but as we cannot well afford a butler, we have a neat table- 
maid (though our father was a military man, has travelled 
much, been in the best society, &c.). We have a coachman 
and helper, but we don't put the latter into buttons, nor 
make them wait at table, like Stripes and Tummus.f 

'We are just the same to persons with a handle to their 
name as to those without it. We wear a moderate modicum of 
crinoline,| and are never limp § in the morning. We have 
good and abundant dinners on china (though we have plate||), 
and just as good when alone as with company. 

' Now, my dear Mr. Punchy will you please give us a short 
answer in your next number, and I will be so much obliged 
to you. Nobody knows we are writing to you, not even our 
father ; nor will we ever tease IT you again if you will only 
give us an answer — ^just for fun, now do ! 

* If you get as far as this, which is doubtful, you will pro- 
bably fling it into the fire. If you do I cannot help it ; but 
I am of a sanguine disposition, and entertain a lingering hope. 
At all events, I shall be impatient for next Sunday, for you 
reach us on that day, and I am ashamed to confess, we cannot 
resist opening you in the carriage driving home from church.** 

' I remain, &c. &c., for myself and sisters. 

* Excuse this scrawl, but I always write headlong A\ 

*• P,S. — You were rather stupid last week don't you 

* The introdaction of Grandpapa it, I fear. Snobbish. 

t That is as you like. I don't object to buttons in moderation. 

X Quite right. § Bless you I 

II Snobbish ; and I doubt whether you ought to dine as well when alone 
as with company. You will be getting too good dinners. 

% Vft like to be teased ; but tell papa. 

** O garters and stars I what will Captain Gordon and Exeter Hall say to 
this? 

ft Dear little enthusiast 1 
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think ? * We keep no gamekeeper, and yet have always 
abundant game for friends to shoot, in spite of the poachers. 
AVe never write on perfumed paper — in short, I can't 
help thinking that if you knew us you would not think us 
Snobs.' 

To this I reply in the following manner : — 

' My dear young ladies, I know your post-town : and shall 
be at church there the Sunday after next ; when, will you 
please to wear a tulip or some little trifle in your bonnets, so 
that I may know you ? You will recognise me and my dress 
— ^a quiet-looking young fellow, in a white top-coat, a crimson 
satin neckcloth, light blue trousers, with glossy tipped boots, 
and an emerald breast-pin. I shall have a black crape round 
my white hat ; and my usual bamboo cane with the richly 
gilt knob. I am sorry there will be no time to get up 
moustaches between now and next week. 

• From seventeen to two-and-twenty ! Ye gods ! what 
ages ! Dear young creatures, I can see you all three. 
Seventeen suits me, as nearest my own time of life; but 
mind, I don't say two-and-twenty is too old. No, no. And 
that pretty, roguish, demure middle one. Peace, peace, thou 
silly little fluttering heart ! 

*• You Snobs, dear young ladies ! I will pull any man's nose 
who says so. There is no harm in being of a good family. 
You can't help it, poor dears. What's in a name ? What is 
in a handle to it ? I confess openly that I should not object 
to being a Duke myself ; and, between ourselves, you might 
see a worse leg for a garter. 

^ You Snobs, dear little good-natured things, no ! — that is, 
I hope not — I think not — I won't be too confident — none of 
us should be-^that we are not Snobs. That very confidence 
savours of arrogance, and to be arrogant is to be a Snob. In 
all the social gradations from sneak to tyrant, nature has placed 
a most wondrous and various progeny of Snobs. But are 
there no kindly natures, no tender hearts, no souls humble, 
simple, and truth-loving? Ponder well on this question, 

* You were never more mistaken, miss, in your life. 
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sweet young ladies. And if you can answer it, as no doubt 
you can — lucky are you, and lucky the respected Herr Papa, 
and lucky the three handsome young gentlemen who are 
about to become each others' brothers-in-law.' 



CHAPTER XL 

SNOBS AND MARRIAGE 

Everybody of the middle rank who walks through this 
life with a sympathy for his companions on the same 
journey — at any rate, every man who has been jostling 
in the world for some three or four lustres — must make 
no end of melancholy reflections upon the fate of those 
victims whom Society, that is, Snobbishness, is immolating 
every day. With love and simplicity and natural kind- 
ness Snobbishness is perpetually at war* People dare not 
be happy for fear of Snobs. People dare not love for fear 
of Snobs. People pine away lonely under the tyranny of 
Snobs. Honest kindly hearts dry up and die. Gallant 
generous lads, blooming with hearty youth, swell into 
bloated old-bachelorhood, and burst and tumble over- 
Tender girls wither into shrunken decay, and perish 
solitary, from whom Snobbishness has cut off the 
common claim to happiness and affection with which 
Nature endowed us all. My heart grows sad as I see 
the blundering tyrant's handiwork. As I behold it I 
swell with cheap rage, and glow with fury against the 
Snob. Come down, I say, thou skulking dulness ! 
Come down, thou stupid bully, and give up thy brutal 
ghost 1 And I arm myself with the sword and spear, 
and taking leave of my fisimily, go forth to do battle with 
that hideous ogre and giant, that brutal despot in Snob 

Castle, who holds so many eentle hearts in torture and 
thrall. ^ ^ 

When Punch is king, I declare there shall be no such 
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thing as old maids and old bachelors. The Reverend- 
NIr. Malthus shall be burned annually, instead of Guy 
Fawkes. Those who don't marry shall go into the 
iK^orkhouse. It shall be a sin for the poorest not to have 
a pretty girl to love him. 

The above reflections came to mind after taking a 
ivalk with an old comrade, Jack Spiggot by name, who 
is just passing into the state of old bachelorhood, after 
the manly and blooming youth in which I remember 
him. Jack was one of the handsomest fellows in England 
iTvhen we entered together in the Highland Bufis ; but I 
quitted the Cutty kilts early, and lost sight of him for 
many years. 

Ah ! how changed he is from those days ! He wears 
a waistband now, and has begun to dye his whiskers. 
His cheeks, which were red, are now mottled ; his eyes, 
once so bright and steadfast, are the colour of peeled 
plovers* eggs. 

* Are you married, Jack ? ' says I, remembering how 
consumedly in love he was with his cousin Letty Love- 
lace, when the Cuttykilts were quartered at Strathbungo 
some twenty years ago. 

* Married ? no,' says he. * Not money enough. Hard 
enough to keep myself, much more a family, on five 
hundred a year. Come to Dickinson's ; there's some of 
the best Madeira in London there, my boy.' So we 
went and talked over old times. The bill for dinner 
and wine consumed was prodigious, and the quantity of 
brandy-and-water that Jack took showed what a regular 
boozer he was. ^ A guinea or two guineas. What the 
devil do I care what I spend for my dinner?' says 
he. 

* And Letty Lovelace ? ' says I. 

Jack's countenance fell. However, he burst into a 
loud laugh presently. * Letty Lovelace ! ' says he. 
^ She's Letty Lovelace still ; but Gad, such a wizened 
old woman I She's as thin as a threadpaper (you re^ 



i8o THE BOOK OF SNOBS 

member what a figure she had :) her nose has got red, 
and her teeth blue. She's alwavs ill ; always quarrelling 
with the rest of the family ; always psalm-singing, and 
always taking pills. Gad, I had a rare escape there. 
Push round the grog, old boy.' 

Straightway memory went back to the days when 
Letty was the loveliest of blooming young creatures: 
when to hear her sing was to make the heart jump into 
your throat ; when to see her dance was better than 
Montessu or Noblet (they were the Ballet Queens of 
those days) ; when Jack used to wear a locket of her 
hair, with a little gold chain round his neck, and ex- 
hilarated with toddy, after a sederunt of the Cuttykilt 
mess, used to pull out this token, and kiss it, and howl 
about it, to the great amusement of the bottle-nosed old 
Major and the rest of the table. 

^My father and hers couldn't put their horses 
together,' Jack said. *The General wouldn't come 
down with more than six thousand. My governor said 
it shouldn't be done under eight. Lovelace told him to 
go and be hanged, and so we parted company. They 
said she was in a decline. Gammon ! She's forty, and as 
tough and as sour as this bit of lemon-peel. Don't put 
much into your punch. Snob, my boy. No man can 
stand punch after wine.' 

^ And what are your pursuits. Jack ? ' says I. 

^ Sold out when the governor died. Mother lives at 
Bath. Go down there once a year for a week. Dread- 
ful slow. Shilling whist. Four sisters — all unmarried 
except the youngest — awful work. Scotland in August. 
Italy in the winter. Cursed rheumatism. Come to 
London in March, and toddle about at the Club, old 
boy ; and we won't go home till maw-aw-rning, till 
daylight does appear.' 

* And here's the wreck of two lives ! * mused the 
present Snobographer, after taking leave of Jack Spiggot. 
* Pretty merry Letty Lovelace's rudder lost and she cast 
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away, and handsome Jack Spiggot stranded on the shore 
like a drunken Trinculo.' 

What was it that insulted Nature (to use no higher 
name), and perverted her kindly intentions towards 
them ? What cursed Arost was it that nipped the love 
that both were bearing, and condemned the girl to sour 
sterility, and the lad to selfish old-bachelorhood ? It 
was the infernal Snob tyrant who governs us all, who 
says, * Thou shalt not love without a lady's maid ; thou 
shalt not marry without a carriage ancl horses ; thou 
shalt have no wife in thy heart, and no children on thy 
knee, without a page in buttons and a French bcnne ; 
thou shalt go to the devil unless thou hast a brougham ; 
marry poor, and society shall forsake thee ; thy kinsmen 
shall avoid thee as a criminal ; thy aunts and uncles shall 
turn up their eyes and bemoan the sad sad manner in 
which Tom or Harry has thrown himself away.' You, 
young woman, may sell yourself without shame, and 
marry old Croesus ; you, young man, may lie away your 
heart and your life for a jointure. But if you are poor, 
woe be to you ! Society, the brutal Snob autocrat, 
consigns you to solitary perdition. Wither, poor girl, in 
your garret : rot, poor bachelor, in your Club. 

When I see those graceless recluses — those unnatural 
monks and nuns of the order of St. Beelzebub,* my 
hatred for Snobs, and their worship, and their idols, 
passes all continence. Let us hew down that man- 
eating Juggernaut, I say, that hideous Dagon ; and I 
glow with the heroic courage of Tom Thumb, and join 
battle with the Giant Snob. 

* This, of course, is understood to apply only to those unmarried 
persons whom a mean and Snobbish fear about money has kept from 
fiilfiUing their natural destiny. Many persons there are devoted to celi- 
bacy because they cannot help it. Of these a man would be a brute who 
spoke roughly. Indeed, after Miss 0*Toole's conduct to the writer, he 
would be the last to condemn. But never mind ; these are personal 
matters. 




In that noble romance called * Ten Thousand a Year,' 
I remember a profoundly pathetic description of the 
Christian manner in which the hero, Mr. Aubrey, bore 
his misfortunes. After making a display of the most 
florid and grandiloquent resignation, and quitting his 
country mansion, the writer supposes Aubrey to come to 
town in a postchaise and pair, sitting bodkin probably 
between his wife and sister. It is about seven o'clock, 
carriages are rattling about, knockers are thundering, 
and tears bedim the fine eyes of Kate and Mrs. Aubrey 
as they think that in happier times at this hour — their 
Aubrey used formerly to go out to dinner to the houses 
of the aristocracy his friends. This is the gist of the 
passage — the elegant words I forget. But the noble 
noble sentiment I shall always cherish and remember. 
What can be more sublime than the notion of a great 
man's relatives in tears about — his dinner ? With a few 
touches, what author ever more happily described A 
Snob ? 

We were reading the passage lately at the house of 
my friend, Raymond Gray, Esquire, Barrister-at-Law, 
an ingenuous youtt^without the least practice, but who 
has luckily a great share of good spirits, which enables 
hini to bide his time, and bear laughingly his humble 
position in the world. Meanwhile, until it is altered, 
the stern laws of necessity and the expenses of the 
Northern Circuit oblige Mr. Gray to live in a very 
tiny mansion in a very queer small square in the airy 
'*«^>^l>ourhood of Gray's Inn Lane. 

What is the more remarkable is, that Gray ha$ a wife 

i8a 
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there. Mrs. Gray was a Miss Harley Baker : and I 
suppose I need not say that is a repectable family. 
Allied to the Cavendishes, the Oxfords, the Marrybones, 
they still, though rather^Attf from their original splendour, 
hold their heads as high as any. Mrs. Harley Baker, 
I know, never goes to church without John behind to 
carry her prayer-book ; nor will Miss Welbeck, her 
sister, walk twenty yards a-shopping without the 
protection of Figby, her sugar-loaf page ; though the 
old lady is as ugly as any woman in the parish and as 
tall and whiskery as a grenadier. The astonishment is, 
how Emily Harley Baker could have stooped to marry 
Raymond Gray. She, who was the prettiest and 
proudest of the family ; she, who refused Sir Cockle 
Byles, of the Bengal Service ; she, who turned up her 
little nose at Essex Temple, Q.C., and connected 
with the noble house of Albyn ; she, who had but 
£j^OOOpour tout potagBj to marry a man who had scarcely 
as much more. A scream of wrath and indignation was 
uttered by the whole family when they heard of this 
mesalliance. Mrs. Harley Baker never speaks of her 
daughter now but with tears in her eyes, and as a ruined 
creature. Miss Welbeck says, ^I consider that man a 
villain ; ' and has denounced poor good-natured Mrs. 
Perkins as a swindler, at whose ball the young people 
met for the first time. 

Mr. and Mrs. Gray, meanwhile, live in Gray's Inn 
Lane aforesaid, with a maid-servant and a nurse, whose 
hands are very full, and in a most provoking and un- 
natural state of happiness. They have never once thought 
of crying about their dinner, like the wretchedly puling 
and Snobbish womankind of my favourite Snob Aubrey, 
of * Ten Thousand a Year ; but, on the contrary, 
accept such humble victuals as fate awards them with 
a most perfect and thankful good grace — nay, actually 
have a portion for a hungry friend at times — as the 
present writer can gratefully testify. 
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I was mentioning these dinners, and some admirable 
lemon puddings, which Mrs. Gtzj makes, to our mutual 
friend the great Mr. Goldmore, the East India Director, 
when that gentleman's face assumed an expression of 
almost apoplectic terror, and he gasped out, ' What 1 
Do they give dinners ? ' He seemed to think it a crime 
and a wonder that such people should dine at all, and 
that it was their custom to huddle round their kitchen- 
fire over a bone and a crust. Whenever he meets them 
in society, it is a matter of wonder to him (and he 
always expresses his surprise very loud) how the lady can 
appear decently dressed, and the man have an unpatched 
coat to his back. I have heard him enlarge upon this 
poverty before the whole room at the ^ Conflagrative 
Club/ to which he and I and Gray have the honour to 
belong. 

We meet at the Club on most days. At half-past 
four, Goldmore arrives in St. James's Street, from the 
City, and you may see him reading the evening papers 
in the bow-window of the Club, which enfilades Pall 
Mall — a large plethoric man, with a bunch of seals in a 
large bow-windowed light waistcoat. He has large coat- 
tails, stuffed with agents' letters and papers about 
companies of which he is a Director. His sesds jingle as 
he walks. I wish I had such a man for an uncle, and 
that he himself were childless. I would love and cherish 
him, and be kind to him. 

At six o'clock in the full season, when all the world is 
in St. James's Street, and the carriages are cutting in and 
out among the cabs on the stand, and the tufted dandies 
are showing their listless faces out of * White's,' and you 
see respectable grey-headed gentlemen waggling their 
heads to each other through the plate-glass windows of 
^ Arthur's : ' and the red-coats wish to be Briareian, so as 
to hold all the gentlemen's horses ; and that wonderful 
red-coated Royal porter is sunning himself before 
Marlborough House : — at the noon of London time you 
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see a light-yellow carriage with black horses, and a 

coachman in a tight floss-silk wig, and two footmtn in 

powder and white and yellow liveries, and a large woman 

inside in shot-silk, a poodle, and a pink parasol, which 

drives up to the gate of the * Conflagrative,' and the 

page goes and says to Mr. Goldmore (who is perfectly 

aware of the &ct, as he is looking out of the windows 

^th about forty other * Conflagrative * bucks), * Your 

carriage, sir.' G« wags his head. ' Remember, eight 

o'clock precisely,' says he to MuUigatawney, the other 

£ast India Director ; and, ascending the carriage, plumps 

down by the side of Mrs. Goldmore for a drive in the 

Park, and then home to Portland Place. As the carriage 

w^hirls o£F, all the young bucks in the Club feel a secret 

elation. It is a part of their establishment, as it were. 

That carriage belongs to their Club, and their Club 

belongs to them. They follow the equipage with 

interest ; they eye it knowingly as they see it in the 

Park. But halt! we are not come to the Club Snobs 

yet. O my brave Snobs, what a flurry there will be 

among you when those papers appear 1 

Well, you may* judge from the above description, 
what sort of a man Goldmore is. A dull and pompous 
Leadenhall Street Croesus, good-natured withal, and 
aflFable — cruelly afiable. *Mr. Goldmore can never 
forget,' his lady used to say, *that it was Mrs. Gray's 
grandfather who sent him to India; and though that 
young woman has made the most imprudent marriage 
in the world, and has left her station in society, her 
husband seems an ingenious and laborious young man, 
and we shall do everything in our power to be of use to 
him.' So they used to ask the Grays to dinner twice or 
thrice in a season, when, by way of increasing the kind- 
ness, BuflF, the butler, is ordered to hire a fly to convey 
them to and from Portland Place. 

Of course I am much too good-natured a friend of 
both parties not to tell Gray of Goldmore's opinion 
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regarding him, and the nabob's astonishment at the idea 
of the briefless barrister having any dinner at all. Indeed, 
Goldmore's saying became a joke against Gray amongst 
us wags at the Club, and we used to ask him when he 
tasted meat last ? whether we should bring him home 
something from dinner i and cut a thousand other mad 
pranks with him in our facetious way. 

One day, then, coming home from the Club, Mr. 
Gray conveyed to his wife the astounding information 
that he had asked Goldmore to dinner. 

* My love/ says Mrs. Gray, in a tremor, * how could 
you be so cruel? Why, the dining-room won't hold 
Mrs. Goldmore.' 

^ Make your mind easy, Mrs. Gray ; her ladyship is 
in Paris. It is only Croesus that's coming, and we are 
going to the play afterwards — to Sadler's Wells. Gold- 
more said at the Club that he thought Shakspeare was a 
great dramatic poet, and ought to be patronised ; where- 
upon, fired with enthusiasm, I invited him to our 
banquet.' 

' Goodness gracious ! what can we give him for dinner ? 
He has two French cooks ; you know Mrs. Goldmore 
is always telling us about them ; and he dines with 
aldermen every day.' 

' " A plain leg of mutton, my Lucy, 
I prythee get ready at three ; 
Have it tender, and smoking, and juicy, 
And what better meat can there be ? " ' 

says Gray, quoting my favourite poet. 

' But the cook is ill ; and you know that horrible 
Pattypan the pastrycook's 

* Silence, Frau ! ' says Gray, in a deep tragedy voice. 
' / will have the ordering of this repast. Do all things as 
I . bid thee. Invite our friend Snob here to partake of 
the feast. Be mine the task of procuring it.' 
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* Don't be expensive, Raymond/ says his wife. 

'Peace, thou timid partner of the briefless one. 
Goldmore's dinner shall be suited to our narrow means. 
Only do thou in all things my commands.' And seeing 
by the peculiar expression of the rogue's countenance, 
that some mad waggery was in preparation, I awaited 
the morrow with anxiety. 



CHAPTER XLII 

SNOBS AND MARRIAGE 

Punctual to the hour — (by the way, I cannot omit here 
to mark down my hatred, scorn, and indignation 
towards those miserable Snobs who come to dinner at 
nine, when they are asked at eight, in order to make a 
sensation in the company. May the loathing of honest 
folks, the backbiting of others, the curses of cooks, 
pursue these wretches, and avenge the society on which 
they trample !) — Punctual, I say, to the hour of five, 
which Mr. and Mrs. Raymond Gray had appointed, a 
youth of an elegant appearance, in a neat evening-dress, 
whose trim whiskers indicated neatness, whose light step 
denoted activity (for in sooth he was hungry, and always 
is at the dinner hour, whatsoever that hour may be), and 
whose rich golden hair, curling down his shoulders, was 
set off by a perfectly new four-and-ninepenny silk hat, 
was seen wending his way down Bittlestone Street, 
Bittlestone Square, Gray's Inn. The person in question, 
I need not say, was Mr. Snob. He is never late when 
invited to dine. But to proceed with my narrative. 

Although Mr. Snob may have flattered himself that he 
made a sensation as he strutted down Bittlestone Street 
with his richly gilt knobbed cane (and indeed I vow I 
saw heads looking at me from Miss Squilsby's, the brass- 
plated milliner opposite Raymond Gray's who has three 
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silver-paper bonnets, and two fly-blown French prints of 
fashion in the window), yet what was the emotion 
produced by my arrival, compared to that with which the 
little street thrilled, when at five minutes past five the 
floss-wigged coachman, the yellow hammer-cloth and 
flunkeys, the black horses and blazing silver harness of 
Mr. Goldmore whirled down the street? It is a very 
little street, of very little houses, most of them with very 
large brass plates like Miss Squilsby's. Coal-merchants, 
architects and surveyors, two surgeons, a solicitor, a 
dancing-master, and of course several house-agents, 
occupy the houses — ^little two-storeyed edifices with little 
stucco porticoes. Goldmore*s carriage overtopped the 
roofs almost; the first floors might shake hands with 
Croesus as he lolled inside ; all the windows of those first- 
floors thronged with children and women in a twinkling. 
There was Mrs. Hammerly in curl-papers ; Mrs. Saxby 
with her front awry ; Mr. Wriggles peering through the 
gauze curtains, holding the while his hot glass of rum- 
and-water — in fine, a tremendous commotion in 
Bittlestone Street, as the Goldmore carriage drove up to 
Mr. Raymond Gray's door. 

^ How kind it is of him to come with both the foot- 
men 1 ' says little Mrs. Gray, peeping at the vehicle too. 
The huge domestic, descending from his perch, gave a 
rap at the door which almost drove in the building. All 
the heads were out ; the sun was shining ; the very 
organ-boy paused ; the footman, the coach, and 
Goldmore's red face and white waistcoat were blazing in 
splendour. The herculean plushed one went back to 
open the carriage-door. 

Raymond Gray opened bis — in his shirt-sleeves. 
He ran up to the carriage, *Come in, Goldmore,' 
says he ; * just in time, my boy. Open the door, What- 
d'ye-call-'um, and let your master out,' — ^and What- 
d'ye-call-'um obeyed mechanically, with a face of 
wonder and horror, only to be equalled by the look of 



SNOBS AND MARRIAGE 189 

stupefied astonishment which ornamented the purple 
countenance of his master. 

' Wawt uim will you please have the cage^ sir ? ' says 
What -d'ye- call -'um, in that peculiar, unspellable, 
inimitable, flunkefied pronunciation which forms one 
of the chief charms of existence. 

* Best have it to the theatre at night,' Gray exclaims ; 
^ it is but a step from here to the Wells, and we can 
walk there. I've got tickets for all. Be at Sadler's 
Wells at eleven.* 

^ Yes, at eleven,' exclaims Goldmore perturbedly, and 
walks with a flurried step into the house, as if he were 
going to execution (as indeed he was, with that wicked 
Gray as a Jack Ketch over him). The carriage drove 
away, followed by numberless eyes from doorsteps and 
balconies; its appearance is still a wonder in Bittjestone 
Street. 

*Go in there and amuse yourself with Snob,' says 
Gray, opening the little drawing-room door. ' I'll call 
out as soon as the chops are ready. Fanny's below, 
seeing to the pudding.' 

^Gracious mercy!' says Goldmore to me, auite 
confidentially, * how could he ask us I I really hao no 
idea of this — this utter destitution.' 

* Dinner, dinner ! ' roars out Gray, from the dining* 
room, whence issued a great smokine and frying \ and 
entering that apartment we find Mrs. Gray ready to 
receive us, and looking perfectly like a Princess who, bv 
some accident, had a bowl of potatoes in her band, which 
vegetables she placed on the table. Her husband was 
meanwhile cooking mutton-chops on a gridiron over the 
fire. 

^ Fanny has made the roly-poly pudding,' says he \ 
'the chops are my part. Here's a fine one; try this, 
Goldmore.' And he popped a fizzing cutlet on that 
gentleman's plate. What words, what notes of exclama* 
tion can describe the nabob's astonishment 1 

N 
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The table-cloth was a very old one, darned in a score 
of places. There was mustard in a tea-cup, a silver fork 
for Goldmore — all ours were iron. 

^ I wasn't born with a silver spoon in my mouth,' says 
Gray gravely. ^That fork is the only one we have. 
Fanny has it generally.' 

^Raymond!' cries Mrs. Gray, with an imploring 
face. 

* She was used to better things, you know : and I hope 
one day to get her a dinner-service. I'm told the 
electro-plate is uncommonly good. Where the deuce is 
that boy with the beer ? And how,' said he, springing 
up, ^ I'll be a gentleman.' And so he put on his coat, 
and sat down quite gravely, with four fresh mutton-chops 
which he had by this time broiled. 

* We don't have meat every day, Mr. Goldmore,' he 
continued, ^and it's a treat to me to get a dinner like 
this. You little know, you gentlemen of England, who 
live at home at ease, what hardships briefless barristers 
endure.' 

' Gracious mercy ! ' says Mr. Goldmore. 

'Where's the half-ana-half? Fanny, go over to the 
"Keys" and get the beer. Here's sixpence.' And 
what was our astonishment when Fanny got up as if 
to go 1 

' Gracious mercy I let me,* cries Goldmore. 

* Not for worlds, my dear sir. She's used to it. They 
wouldn't serve you as well as they serve her. Leave her 
alone. Law bless you 1 ' Raymond said, with astound- 
ing composure. And Mrs. Gray left the room, and 
actually came back with a tray on which there was a 
pewter flagon of beer. Little Polly (to whom, at her 
christening, I had the honour of presenting a silver mug 
ex officio) followed with a couple of tobacco-pipes, and 
the queerest roguish look in her round little chubby 
face. 

' Did you speak to Tapling about the gin, Fanny my 
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dear ? ' Gray asked, after bidding Polly put the pipes on 
the chimney-piece, which that little person bsui some 
difficulty in reaching. 'The last was turpentine, and 
even your brewing didn't make good punch of it.' 

* You would hardly suspect, Goldmore, that my wife, 
a Harley Baker, would ever make gin*punch ? I think 
my mother-in-law would commit suicide if she saw her.' 

' Don't be always laughing at mamma, Raymond,' says 
Mrs. Gray. 

'Well, well, she wouldn't die, and I dorCt wish she 
virould. And you don't make gin-punch, and you don't 
like it either — ^and — Goldmore, do you drink your beer 
out of the glass, or out of the pewter ? ' 

' Gracious mercy ! ' ejaculates Croesus once more, as 
little Polly, taking the pot with both her little bunches of 
hands, offers it, smiling, to that astonished Director. 

And so, in a word, the dinner commenced, and was 
presently ended in a similar &shion. Gray pursued his 
unfortunate guest with the most queer and outrageous 
description of his struggles, misery, and poverty. He 
described how he cleaned the kiiives when they were 
first married ; and how he used to drag the children in a 
little cart ; how his wife could toss pancakes ; and what 
parts of his dress she made. He told Tibbits, his clerk 
(who was in fact the functionary who had brought the 
beer from the public-house, which Mrs. Fanny had 
fetched firom the neighbouring apartment) — to fetch 
^ the bottle of port-wine,' when the dinner was over ; and 
told Goldmore as wonderful a history about the way in 
which that bottle of wine had come into his hands as any 
of his former stories had been. When the repast was all 
over, and it was near time to move to the play, and Mrs. 
Gray had retired, and we were sitting ruminating rather 
silently over the last glasses of the port, Gray suddenly 
breaks the silence by slapping Goldmore on the shoulder, 
and saying, * Now, Goldmore, tell me something.' 

* What f ' asks Croesus. 
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* Haven't you had a good dinner i ' 

Goldmore started, as if a sudden truth had just dawned 
upon him. He had had a good dinner ; and didn't know 
it until then. The three mutton-chops consumed by 
him were best of the mutton kind ; the potatoes were 
perfect of their order ; as for the roly-poly, it was too 
good. The porter was frothy and cool, and the port- 
wine was worthy of the gills of a bishop. I speak with 
ulterior views : for there is more in Gray's cellar. 

* Well,' says Goldmore, after a pause, during which he 
took time to consider the momentous question Gray put 
to him — *'Pon my word — ^now you say so— I — ^I have — 
I really have had a monsous good dinnsih — monsous good, 
upon my ward ! Here's your health, Gray my boy, and 
your amiable lady; and when Mrs. Goldmore comes 
back, I hope we shall see you more in Portland Place.' 
And with this the time came for the play, and we went 
to see Mr. Phelps at Sadler's Wells. 

The best of this story (for the truth of every word of 
which I pledge my honour) is, that after this banquet, 
which Goldmore enjoyed so, the honest fellow felt a 
prodigious compassion and regard for the starving and 
miserable giver of the feast, and determined to help him 
in his profession. And being a Director of the newly- 
established Antibilious Life Assurance Company, he has 
had Gray appointed Standing Counsel, with a pretty 
annual fee ; and only yesterday, in an appeal from 
Bombay (Buckmuckjee Bobbachee v. Ramchowder- 
Bahawder) in the Privy Council, Lord Brougham com- 
plimented Mr. Gray, who was in the case, on his curious 
and exact knowledge of the Sanscrit language. 

Whether he knows Sanscrit or not, I can't say ; but 
Goldmore got him the business; and so I cannot help 
having a lurking regard for that pompous old Bigwig. 




' We Bachelors in Clubs are very much oWiged to you/ 
says my old school and college companion, Essex Temple, 
* for the opinion which you hold of us. You call us 
selfish, purple^faced, bloated, and other pretty names. 
You state, in the simplest possible terms, that we shall go 
to the deuce. You bid us rot in loneliness, and deny us 
all claims to honesty, conduct, decent Christian life. 
Who are you, Mr. Snob, to judge us so ? Who are you, 
with your infernal benevolent smirk and grin, that laugh 
at all our generation i 

* I will tell you my case,' says Essex Temple ; ' mine 
and my sister Polly's, and you may make what you like 
of it ; and sneer at old maids^ and bully old bachelors, if 
you will. 

' I will whisper to you confidentially that my sister Polly 
was engaged to Serjeant Shirker— a fellow whose talents 
one cannot deny, and be hanged to them, but whom I 
have always known to be mean, selfish, and a prig. 
However, women don't see these &ults in the men 
whom Love throws in their way. Shirker, who has 
about as much warmth as an eel, made up to Polly years 
and years ago, and was no bad match for a briefless 
barrister, as he was then. 

* Have you ever read Lord Eldon's Life ? Do you 
remember how the sordid old Snob narrates his going out 
to purchase twopence worth of sprats, which he and Mrs. 
Scott fried between them i And how he parades his 
humility, and exhibits his miserable poverty — he who, at 
that time, must have been making a thousand pounds a 
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year ? Well, Shirker was just as proud of his prudence 
— just as thankful for his own meanness, and of course 
would not marry without a competency. Who so 
honourable? Polly waited, and waited faintly, from 
year to year. He wasn't sick at heart ; his passion never 
disturbed his six hours' sleep, or kept his ambition out of 
mind. He would rather have hugged an attorney any 
day than have kissed Polly, though she was one of the 
prettiest creatures in the world ; and while she was 
pining alone upstairs, reading over the stock of half-a- 
dozen frigid letters that the confounded prig had con- 
descended to write to her, he^ be sure, was never busy 
with anything but his briefs in chambers — always frigid, 
rigid, self-satisfied, and at his duty. The marriage trailed 
on year after year, while Mr. Serjeant Shirker grew to 
be the famous lawyer he is. 

^Meanwhile, my younger brother, Pump Temple, who 
was in the 120th Hussars, and had the same little 
patrimony which fell to the lot of myself and Polly, must 
fall in love with our cousin, Fanny Figtree, and marry 
her out of hand. You should have seen the wedding ! 
Six bridesmaids in pink, to hold the fan, bouquet, gloves, 
scent-bottle, and pocket-handkerchief of the bride ; 
basketfiils of white favours in the vestry, to be pinned on 
to the footmen and horses : a genteel congregation of 
curious acquaintance in the pews, a shabby one of poor 
on the steps ; all the carriages of all our acquaintance, 
whom Aunt Figtree had levied for the occasion ; and of 
course four horses for Mr. Pump's bridal vehicle. 

* Then comes the breakfast, or dijeuner^ if you please, 
with a brass band in the street, and policemen to keep 
order. The happy bridegroom spends about a year's 
income in dresses for the bridesmaids and pretty presents ; 
and the bride must have a /r^jje^uof laces, satins, jewel- 
boxes, and tomfoolery, to make her fit to be a lieutenant's 
wife. There was no hesitation about Pump. -JHfe flung 
about his money as if it had been dross $ and Mrs. P. 
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Xemple, on the horse Tom Tiddler, which her husband 
gave her, was the most dashing of military women at 
Brighton or Dublin. How old Mrs. Figtree used to 
bore me and Polly with stories of Pump's grandeur and 
the noble company he kept ! Polly lives with the Fig- 
trees, as I am not rich enough to keep a home for 
her. 

* Pump and I have always been rather distant. Not 
having the slightest notions about horseflesh, he has a 
natural contempt for me ; and in our mother's lifetime, 
when the good old lady was always paying his debts and 
petting him, I'm not sure there was not a little jealousy. 
It used to be Polly that kept the peace between us. 

'She went to Dublin to visit Pump, and brought back 
grand accounts of his doings — gayest man about town — 
Aide-de-Camp to the Lord-Lieutenant — Fanny admired 
everywhere — Her Excellency godmother to the second 
boy : the eldest with a string of aristocratic Christian- 
names that made the grandmother wild with delight. 
Presently Fanny and Pump obligingly came over to 
London, where the third was born. 

' Polly was godmother to this, and who so loving as 
she and Pump now ? ^' Oh, Essex," says she to me, 
*' he is so good, so generous, so fond of his family ; so 
handsome ; who can help loving him, and pardoning his 
little errors f " One day, while Mrs. Pump was yet in 
the upper regions, and Doctor Fingerfce's brougham at 
her door every day, having business at Guildhall, whom 
should I meet in Cheapside but Pump and Polly ? The 
poor girl looked more happy and rosy than I have seen 
her these twelve years. Pump, on the contrary, was 
rather blushing and embarrassed. 

*I couldn't be mistaken in her &ce and its look of 
mischief and triumph. She had been committing some 
act of sacrifice. I went to the family stockbroker. She 
had sold out two thousand pounds that morhing and 
given them to Pump. Quarrelling was useless — Pump 
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had the money ; he was off to Dublin by the tiifte I 
reached his mother's, and Polly radiant still. He was 
going to make his fortune ; he was going to embark the 
money in the Bog of Allen — ^I don't know what. The 
fact is, he was going to pay his losses upon the last 
Manchester steeple-chase, and I leave you to imagine 
how much principal or interest poor Polly ever saw back 
again. 

* It was more than half her fortune, and he has had 
another thousand since from her. Then came efforts to 
stave off ruin and prevent exposure ; struggles on all our 
parts, and sacrifices, that' (here Mr. Essex Temple 
began to hesitate) — * that needn't be talked of ; but they 
are of no more use than such sacrifices ever are. Pump 
and his wife are abroad — I don't like to ask where ; 
Polly has the three children, and Mr. Serjeant Shirker 
has formally written to break off an engagement, on the 
conclusion of which Miss Temple must herself have 
speculated, when she alienated the greater part of her 
fortune. 

* And here's your famous theory of poor marriages ! ' 
Essex Temple cries, concluding the above history. 
* How do you know that I don't want to marry myself? 
How do you dare sneer at my poor sister ? W hat are 
we but martyrs of the reckless marriage system which 
Mr. Snob, forsooth, chooses to advocate ? ' And he 
thought he had the better of the argument, which, 
strange to say, is not my opinion. 

But for the infernal Snob-worship, might not every 
one of these people be happy ? If poor Polly's happiness 
lay in linking her tender arms round such a heartless 
prig as the sneak who has deceived her, she might have 
been happy now — as happy as Raymond Raymond in 
the ballad, with the stone statue by his side. She is 
wretched because Mr. Serjeant Shirker worships money 
and ambition, and is a Snob and a coward. 

If the unfortunate Pump Temple and his giddy hussy 
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of a wife have ruined themselves, and dragged down 
others into their calamity, it is because they loved rank, 
and horses, and plate, and carriages, and Court Guides^ 
and millinery, and would sacrifice all to attain those 
objects. 

And who misguides them ? If the world were more 
simple, would not those foolish people follow the fashion ? 
Does not the world love Court GuideSy and millinery, and 
plate, and carriages ? Mercy on us ! Read the fashion- 
able intelligence ; read the Court Circular ; read the 
genteel novels; survey mankind from Pimlico to Red 
Lion Square, and see how the Poor Snob is aping the 
Rich Snob ; how the Mean Snob is grovelling at the feet 
of the Proud Snob ; and the Great Snob is lording it 
over his humble brother. Does the idea of equality ever 
enter Dive's head ? Will it ever ? Will the Duchess 
of Fitzbattleaxe (I like a good name) ever believe that 
Lady Croesus, her next-door neighbour in Belgrave 
Square, is as good a lady as her Grace ? Will Lady 
Croesus ever leave off pining for the Duchess's parties, 
and cease patronising Mrs. Broadcloth, whose husband 
has not got his Baronetcy yet ? Will Mrs. Broadcloth 
ever heartily shake hands with Mrs. Seedy, and give up 
those odious calculations about poor dear Mrs. Seedy's 
income ? Will Mrs. Seedy, who is starving in her great 
house, go and live comfortably in a little one, or in 
lodgings ? Will her landlady, Miss Letsam, ever stop 
wondering at the familiarity of tradespeople, or rebuking 
the insolence of Suky, the maid, who wears flowers 
under her bonnet, like a lady 7 

But why hope, why wish for such times ? Do I wish 
all Snobs to perish? Do I wish these Snob papers to 
determine ? Suicidal fool ! art not thou, too, a Snob 
and a brother ? 




As I wish to be particularly agreeable to the ladies (to 
whom I make my most humble obeisance), we will now, 
if you please, commence maligning a class of Snobs 
against whom, I believe, most female minds are 
embittered, — I mean Club Snobs. I have very seldom 
heard even the most gentle and placable woman speak 
without a little feeling of bitterness against those social 
institutions, those palaces swaggering in St. James's, 
which are open to the men ; while the ladies have but 
their dingy three-windowed brick boxes in Belgravia or 
in Paddingtonia, or in the region between the road of 
Edgware and that of Gray's Inn. 

In my grandfather's time it used to be Freemasonry 
that roused their anger. It was my grand-aunt (whose 
portrait we still have in the fiimily) who got into the 
clock-case at the Royal Rosicrucian Lodge at Bungay, 
Suffolk, to spy the proceedings of the Society, of which 
her husband was a member, and being frightened by the 
sudden whirring and striking eleven of the clock (just as 
the Deputy-Grand-Master was bringing in the mystic 
gridiron for the reception of a neophyte), rushed out 
into the midst of the lodge assembled ; and was elected 
by a desperate unanimity, Deputy-Grand-Mistress for 
life. Though that admirable and courageous female 
never subsequently breathed a word with regard to the 
secrets of the initiation, yet she inspired all our family 
with such a terror regarding the mysteries of Jachin and 
Boaz, that none of our family have ever since joined the 
Society, or worn the dreadful Masonic insignia, 
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It is known that Orpheus was torn to pieces by 
some justly indignant Thracian ladies for belonging to 
an Harmonic Lodge. * Let hin> go back to Eurydice,' 
they said, * whom he is pretending to regret so.' But 
the history is given in Dr. Lempriere's elegant dictionary 
in a manner much more forcible than any which this 
feeble pen can attempt. At once, then, and without 
verbiage, let us take up this subject-matter of Clubs. 

Clubs ought not, in my mind, to be permitted to 

bachelors. If my friend of the Cuttvkilts had not our 

Club, the * Union Jack,* to go to (I belong to the * U. 

J.' and nine other similar institutions), who knows but 

he never would be a bachelor at this present moment ? 

Instead of being made comfortable, and cockered up 

w^ith every luxury, as they are at Clubs, bachelors ought 

to be rendered profoundly miserable, in my opinion. 

£very encouragement should be given to the rendering 

their spare time disagreeable. There can be no more 

odious object, according to my sentiments, than young 

Smith, in the pride of health, commanding his dinner of 

three courses ; than middle-aged Jones wallowing (as I 

may say) in an easy padded armchair, over the last 

delicious novel or brilliant magazine ; or than old Brown, 

that selfish old reprobate for whom mere literature has 

no charms, stretched on the best sofa, sitting on the 

second edition of the Tlmesy having the Morning 

Chronicle between his knees, the Herald pushed in 

between his coat and waistcoat, the Standard under his 

left arm, the Globe under the other pinion, and the Daily 

News in perusal. *ni trouble you for Punchy Mr. 

Wiggins,' says the unconscionable old gormandiser, 

interrupting our friend, who is laughing over the 

periodical in question. 

This kind of selfishness ought not to be. No, no. 
Young Smith, instead of his dinner and his wine, ought 
to be, where ? — at the festive tea-table, to be sure, by the 
side of Miss Higgs, sipping the bohea, or tasting the 



200 THE BOOK OF SNOBS 

harmless muffin ; while old Mrs. Higgs looks on, pleased 
at their innocent dalliance, and my friend Miss Wirt, the 

foverness, is performing Thalberg's last sonata in treble 
l»y totally unheeded, at the piano. 
Where should the middle-aged Jones be? At his 
time of life, he ought to be the father of a family. At 
such an hour — say, at nine o'clock at night — the nursery 
bell should have just rung the children to bed. He and 
Mrs. J. ought to be, by rights, seated on each side of the 
fire by the dining-room table, a bottle of port wine 
between them, not so full as it was an hour since. Mrs. 
J. has had two glasses ; Mrs. Grumble (Jones's mother- 
in-law) has had three ; Jones himself has finished the 
rest, and dozes comfortably until bed-time. 

And Brown, that old newspaper-devouring miscreant, 
what right has he at a club at a decent hour of night ? 
He ought to be playing his rubber with Miss MacWhirter, 
his wife, and the family apothecary. His candle ought 
to be brought to him at ten o'clock, and he should retire 
to rest, just as the young people were thinking of a 
dance. How much finer, simpler, nobler are the several 
employments I have sketched out for these gentlemen 
than their present nightly orgies at the horrid Club. 

And, ladies, think of men who do not merely frequent 
the dining-room and library, but who use other apart- 
ments of those horrible dens which it is my purpose to 
batter down ; think of Cannon, the wretch, with his 
coat off, at his age and size, clattering the balls over the 
billiard-table all night, and making bets with that odious 
Captain Spot ! — think of Pam in a dark room with Bob 
Trumper, Jack Deuceace, and Charley Vole, playing, 
the poor dear misguided wretch, guinea points, and five 
pounds on the rubber ! — ^above all, think — oh, think of 
that den of abomination, which, I am told, has been 
established in some clubs, called the Smoking- Room, — think 
of the debauchees who congregate there, the quantities 
of reeking whisky-punch or more dangerous sherry- 
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cobbler which they consume ; — think of them coming 
home at cock-crow and letting themselves into the quiet 
house with the Chubb key; — ^think of them, the 
hypocrites, taking off their insidious boots before they 
slink upstairs, the children sleieping overhead, the wife of 
their bosom sdone with the waning rushlight in the two- 
pair firont — that chamber so soon to be rendered hateful 
by the smell of their stale cigars ! I am not an advocate 
of violence ; I am not by nature of an incendiary turn 
of mind ; but if, my dear ladies, you are for assassinating 
\lr. Chubb and burning down the Club-houses in St. 
James's, there is one Snob at least who will not think the 
i^orse of you. 

The only men who, as I opine, ought to be allowed 
the use of Clubs, are married men without a profession. 
Xhe continual presence of these in a house cannot be 
thought, even by the most loving of wives, desirable. 
Say the girls are beginning to practise their music, which, 
in an honourable English family, ought to occupy every 
young gentlewoman three hours; it would be rather 
hard to call upon poor papa to sit in the drawing-room 
all that time, and listen to the interminable discords and 
shrieks which are elicited from the miserable piano 
during the above necessary operation. A man with a 
good ear, especially, would go mad, if compelled daily to 
submit to this horror. 

Or suppose you have a fancy to go to the milliner's, or 
to Howell and James's, it is manifest, my dear madam, 
that your husband is much better at the Club during 
these operations than by your side in the carriage, or 
perched in wonder upon one of the stools at Shawl and 
Gimcrack's, whilst young counter-dandies are displaying 
their wares. 

This sort of husbands should be sent out after break- 
fast, and if not Members of Parliament, or Directors of 
a Railroad, or an Insurance Company, should be put 
into their Clubs, and told to remain there until dinner- 



202 THE BOOK OF SNOBS 

time. No sight is more agreeable to my truly well- 
regulated mind than to see the noble characters so 
worthily employed. Whenever I pass by St. James's 
Street, having the privilege, like the rest of the virorld, 
of looking in at the windows of ' Blight's,' or ^ Foodie's,' 
or * Snook's,' or the great bay at the ' Contemplative 
Club,' I behold with respectful appreciation the figures 
within — the honest rosy old fogies, the mouldy old 
dandies, the waist-belts and glossy wigs and tight cravats 
of those most vacuous and respectable men. Such men 
are best there during the daytime surely. When you 
part with them, dear ladies, think of the rapture 
consequent on their return. You have transacted your 
household affiiirs ; you have made your purchases ; you 
have paid your visits ; you have aired your poodle in the 
Park; your French maid has completed the toilette 
which renders you so ravishingly beautiful by candle- 
light, and you are fit to make home pleasant to him who 
has been absent all day. 

Such men surely ought to have their Clubs, and we 
will not class them among Club Snobs therefore : — on 
whom let us reserve our attack for the next chapter* 




Such a sensation has been created in the Clubs by the 
appearance of the last paper on Club Snobs, as can't but 
be complimentary to me who am one of their number. 

I belong to many Clubs. The * Union Jack/ the 
' Sash and Markinspike ' — Military Clubs. The * True 
Blue/ the ' No Surrender/ the * Blue and Buff/ the 
' Guy Fawkes,' and the * Cato Street ' — Political Clubs. 
The * Brummel ' and the * Regent ' — Dandy Clubs. 
The * Acropolis,' the * Palladium/ the * Areopagus,' the 
' Pnyx,' the * Pentelicus,' the * Ilissus,' and the 
' Poluphloisboio Thalasses ' — Literary Clubs. I never 
could make out how the latter set of Clubs got their 
names ; / don't know Greek for one, and I wonder how 
many other members of those institutions do. 

Ever since the Club Snobs have been announced, I 
observe a sensation created on my entrance into any one 
of these places. Members get up and hustle together ; 
they nod, they scowl ; as they glance towards the present 
Snob. ^Infernal impudent Jackanapes! If he shows 
me up,' says Colonel Bludyer, * I'll break every bone in 
his skin.' ' I told you what would come of admitting 
literary men into the Club,' says Ranville Ranville to 
his colleague, Spooney, of the Tape and Sealing- Wax 
Office. * These people are very well in their proper 
places, and, as a public man, I make a point of shaking 
hands with them, and that sort of thing ; but to have 
one's privacy obtruded upon by such people is really too 
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much. Come along, Spooney/ and the pair of prigs 
retire superciliously. 

As I came into the cofiee-room at the ' No Surrender/ 
old Jawkins was holding out to a knot of men, who were 
yawning, as usual. There he stood, waving the 
Standardy and swaggering before the fire. ' What,' says 
he, ' did I tell Peel last year ? If you touch the Corn 
Laws, you touch the Sugar Question ; if you touch the 
Sugar, you touch the Tea. 1 am no monopolist. I am 
a liberal man, but I cannot forget that I stand on the 
brink of a precipice ; and if we are to have Free Trade, 
give me reciprocity. And what was Sir Robert Peel's 

answer to me ? " Mr. Jawkins," he said ' 

Here Jawkins's eye suddenly turning on your humble 
servant, he stopped his sentence, with a guilty look — 
his stale old stupid sentence, which every one of us at 
the Club has heard over and over again. 

Jawkins is a most pertinacious Club Snob. Every day 
he is at that fireplace, holding that Standard^ of which 
he reads up the leading article, and pours it out ore 
rotundoj with the most astonishing composure, in the 
face of his neighbour, who has just read every word of 
it in the paper. Jawkins has money, as you may see by 
the tie of his neckcloth. He passes the morning 
swaggering about the City, in bankers' and brokers' 
parlours, and says : — * I spoke with Peel yesterday, and 
his intentions are so-and-so. Graham and I were talking 
over the matter, and I pledge you my word of honour, 
his opinion coincides with mine ; and that What-d'ye- 
call-um is the only measure Government will venture on 
trying.' By evening-paper time he is at the Club : * I 
can tell you the opinion of the City, my Lord,* says he, 
^ and the way in which Jones Loyd looks at it is briefly 
this : Rothschilds told me so themselves. In Mark 
Lane, people's minds are quite made up.' He is con- 
sidered rather a well-informed oian. 

He lives in Belgravia, of course ; in a drab-coloured 
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genteel house, and has everything about him that is 
properly grave, dismal, and comfortable. His dinners 
are in the Adorning Herald^ among the parties for the 
i^eek ; and his ^^ife and daughters make a very 
handsome appearance at the Drawing-room, once a year, 
w^hen he comes down to the Club in his Deputy- 
Lieutenant's uniform. 

He is fond of beginning a speech to you by saying, 
* When I was in the House, I &c.' — in fact he sat for 
Skittlebury for three weeks in the first Reformed 
Parliament, and was unseated for bribery ; since which 
he has three times unsuccessfully contested that honour- 
able borough. 

Another sort of Political Snob I have seen at most 
Clubs, and that is the man who does not care so much 
for home politics, but is great upon foreign afiairs. I 
think this sort of man is scarcely found anywhere but 
in Clubs. It is for him the papers provide their foreign 
articles, at the expense of some ten thousand a year each. 
He is the man who is really seriously uncomfortable 
about the designs of Russia, and the atrocious treachery 
of Louis-Philippe. He it is who expects a French fleet 
in the Thames, and has a constant eye upon the 
American President, every word of whose speech (good- 
ness help him !) he reads. He knows the names of the 
contending leaders in Portugal, and what they are 
fighting about : and it is he who says that Lord 
Aberdeen ought to be impeached, and Lord Palmerston 
hanged, or vice versd. 

Lord Palmerston's being sold to Russia, the exact 
number of roubles paid, by what house in the City, is 
a favourite theme with this kind of Snob. I once 
overheard him — it was Captain Spitfire, R.N. (who had 
been refused a ship by the Whigs, by the way) — indulging 
in the following conversation with Mr. Minns after 
dinner : — 

*Why wasn't the Princess Scragamoffsky at Lady 



2o6 THE BOOK OF SNOBS 

Palmerston's party, Minns i Because she canU show — 
and whv can't she show i Shall I tell you, Minns, why 
she can t show ? The Princess Scragaino£^ky's back is 
flayed alive, Minns — I tell you it*s raw, sir ! On Tuesday 
last, at twelve o'clock, three drummers of the Preoba- 
jinski Regiment arrived at Ashburnham House, and at 
half-past twelve, in the yellow drawing-room at the 
Russian Embassy, before the ambassadress and four 
ladies'-maids, the Greek Papa, and the Secretary of 
Embassy, Madame de Scragamofl&ky received thirteen 
dozen. She was knouted, sir, knouted in the midst of 
England — ^in Berkeley Square, for having said that the 
Grand Duchess Olga's hair was red. And now, sir, 
will you tell me Lord Palmerston ought to continue 
Minister ? ' 

Minns : ' Good Ged ! ' 
' Minns follows Spitfire about, and thinks him the 
greatest and wisest of human beings. 



CHAPTER XLVI 

CLUB SNOBS 
III 

Why does not some great author write * The Mysteries 
of the Club-houses ; or, St. James's Street Unveiled ? ' 
It would be a fine subject for an imaginative writer. 
We must all, as boys, remember when we went to the 
fair, and had spent all our money — ^the sort of awe and 
anxiety with which we loitered round the outside of the 
show, speculating upon the nature of the entertainment 
going on within. 

Man is a Drama — of Wonder and Passion, and Mystery 
and Meanness, and Beauty and Truthfulness, and 
Etcetera. Each Bosom is a Bo^th in Vanity Fair. But 
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let us stop this capital style, I should die if I kept it up 
for a column (a pretty thing a column all capitals would 
be by the way). In a Club, though there mayn't be a 
soul of your acquaintance in the room, you have always 
the chance of watching strangers, and speculating on 
what is going on within those tents and curtains of their 
souls, their coats and waistcoats. This is a never- 
failing sport. Indeed I am told there are some clubs in 
the town where nobody ever speaks to anybody. They 
sit in the coffee-room, quite silent, and watching each 
other. 

Yet how little you can tell from a man's outward 
demeanour ! There's a man at our Club— -large, heavy, 
middle-aged — ^gorgeously dressed — rather bald — with 
lacquered boots — and a boa when he goes out ; quiet in 
demeanour, always ordering and consuming a rechercM 
little dinner : whom I have mistaken for Sir John 
Pocklington any time these five years, and respected as 
a man with five hundred pounds per diem ; and I find he 
is but a clerk in an office in the City, with not two 
hundred pounds income, and his name is Jubber. Sir 
John Pocklington was, on the contrary, the dirty little 
snuffy man who cried out so abouMhe bad quality of the 
beer, and grumbled at being overcharged three halfpence 
for a herring, seated at the next table to Jubber on the 
day when some one pointed the Baronet out to me. 

Take a di£Ferent sort of mystery. I see, for instance, 
old Fawney stealing round the rooms of the Club, with 
glassy meaningless eyes, and an endless greasy simper — he 
^wns on everybody he meets, and shakes hands with 
you, and blesses you, and betrays the most tender and 
astonishing interest in your welfare. You know him to 
be a quack and a rogue, and he knows you know it. But 
he wriggles on his way, and leaves a track of slimy 
flattery after him wherever he goes. Who can penetrate 
that man's mystery? What earthly good can he get 
from you or me i You don't know what is working 
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under that leering tranquil mask. You have only tl 
dim instinctive repulsion that warns you, you are in tl 
presence of a knave — beyond which fact all Fawnej 
soul is a secret to you. 

I think I like to speculate on the young men bet 
Their play is opener. You know the cards in the 
hand, as it were. Take, for example, Messrs. Spavin ai 
Cockspur. 

A specimen or two of the above sort of young felloe 
may be found, I believe, at most Clubs. They knc 
nobody. They bring a fine smell of cigars into the roo 
with them, and they growl together, in a corner, abo 
sporting matters. They recollect the history of tl: 
short period in which they have been ornaments of t 
world by the names of winning horses. As political m 
talk about * the Reform year,' * the year the Whigs we 
out,' and so forth, these young sporting bucks speak 
Tarnation's year, or Opodeldocs year, or the year wh 
Catawampus ran second for the Chester Cup. Th 
play at billiards in the morning, they absorb pale ale 
breakfast, and * top-up* with glasses of strong wat< 
They read BeWs Life (and a very pleasant paper t 
with a great deal of d^dition in the answers to cor 
spondents). They go down to Tattersall's, and swag* 
in the park, with their hands plunged in the pockets 
their paletots. 

What strikes me especially in the outward demean< 
of sporting youth is their amazing gravity, their conci 
ness of speech, and careworn and moody air. In 
smoking-room at the * Regent,' when Joe Millerson ^ 
be setting the whole room in a roar with laughter, you h 
young Messrs. Spavin and Cockspur grumbling toget 
in a corner. * I'll take your five-and-twenty to one ab 
Brother to Bluenose,' whispers Spavin. * Can't do it 
the price,' Cockspur says, wagging his head ominoui 
The betting-book is always present in the minds of th 
unfortunate youngsters. I think I hate that work«e^ 
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more than the * Peerage.' There is some good in the 
latter — though, generally speakine, a vain record : 
though De Mogyns is not descended from the giant 
Hogyn Mogyn ; though half the other genealogies are 
equally false and foolish ; yet the mottoes are good read- 
ing — ^some of them; and the book itself a sort of gold- 
laced and liveried lacquey to History, and in so far 
serviceable. But what eood ever came out of, or went 
into, a betting-book ? If I could be Caliph Omar for a 
week, I would pitch every one of those despicable 
manuscripts into the flames; from my Lord's, who is 
^ in ' with Jack Snaffle's stable, and is over-reaching 
worse-informed rogues and swindling greenhorns, down 
to Sam's, the butcher-boy's, who books eighteenpenny 
odds in the tap-room, and Stands to win five-and-twenty 
bob.' 

In a turf transaction, either Spavin or Cockspur would 
try to get the better of his father, and, to gain a point in 
the odds, victimise his best friends. One day we shall 
hear of one or other levanting ; an event at which, not 
being sporting men, we shall not break our hearts. See 
— Mr. Spavin is settling his toilette previous to de- 
parture ; giving a curl in the glass to his side-wisps of 
hair. Look at him ! It is only at the hulks, or among 
turf-men, that you ever see a face so mean, so knowing, 
and so gloomy. 

A much more humane being among the youthful 
Clubbists is the Lady-killing Snob. I saw Wiggle just 
now in the dressing-room, talking to Waggle, his in- 
separable. 

Waggle. *'Pon my honour. Wiggle, she did.' 

Wiggle. * Well, Waggle, as you say — I own I think 
she DID look at me rather kindly. We'll see to-night at 
the French play.' 

And having arrayed their little persons, these two 
harmless young bucks go upstairs to dinner. 




Both sorts of young men, mentioned in my last under 
the flippant names of Wiggle and Waggle, may be found 
in tolerable plenty, I think, in Clubs* Wiggle and 
Waggle are both idle. They come of the middle 
classes. One of them very likely makes-believe to be 
a barrister, and the other has smart apartments about 
Piccadilly. They are a sort of second-chop dandies ; 
they cannot imitate that superb listlessness of demeanour, 
and that admirable vacuous folly which distinguish the 
noble and high-born chiefe of the race ; but they lead 
lives almost as bad (were it but for the example), and are 
personally quite as useless. I am not going to arm a 
thunderbolt, and launch it at the heads of these little 
Pall Mall butterflies. They don't commit much public 
harm, or private extravagance. They don't spend a 
thousand pounds for diamond earrings for an opera- 
dancer, as Lord Tarquin can : neither of them ever set 
up a public-house or broke the bank of a gambling-club, 
like the young Earl of Martingale. They have good 
points, kind feelings, and deal honourably in money- 
transactions — only in their characters of men of second- 
rate pleasure about town, they and their like are so 
utterly mean, self-contented, and absurd, that they must 
not be omitted in a work treating on Snobs. 

Wiggle has been abroad, where he gives you to 
understand that his success among the German 
countesses and Italian princesses, whom he met at the 
tables-d^hitey was perfectly terrific. His rooms are hung 
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round with pictures of actresses and ballet-dancers. He 
passes his mornings in a fine dressing-gown, burning 
pastilles, and reading ^ Don Juan ' and French novels 
(by the way, the life of the author of * Don Juan,* as de- 
scribed by himself, was the model of the life of a Snob). 
He has twopenny-halfpenny French prints of women 
w^ith languishing eyes, dressed in dominoes, guitars, 
gondolas, and so forth, — and tells you stories about them. 
^ It's a had print,' says he, ^ I know, but I've a reason 
for liking it. It reminds me of somebody — ^somebody 
I knew in other climes. You have heard of the 
Principessa di Monte Pulciano. I met her at Rimini. 
Dear dear Francesca ! That faired-haired bright-eyed 
thing in the Bird of Paradise and the Turkish Simar with 
the love-bird on her finger, I'm sure must have been 
taken from — from somebody perhaps whom you don't 
know — but she's known at Munich, Waggle my boy, — 
everybody knows the Countess Ottilia de Eulensch- 
reckenstein. Gad, sir, what a beautiful creature she 
was when I danced with her on the birthday of Prince 
Attilia of Bavaria in '44. Prince Carloman was our vis- 
d-visy and Prince Pepin danced the same contredanse. She 
had a polyanthus in her bouquet. Waggle, / have it 
now^ His countenance assumes an agonised and 
niysterious expression, and he buries his head in the 
sofa cushions as if plunging into a whirlpool of passion- 
ate recollections. 

Last year he made a considerable sensation by having 
on his table a morocco miniature-case locked by a gold 
key, which he always wore round his neck, and on which 
was stamped a serpent — emblem of eternity — with the 
letter M in the circle. Sometimes he laid this upon his 
little morocco writing-table, as if it were on an altar — 
generally he had flowers upon it; in the middle of a 
conversation he would start up and kiss it. He would 
call out from his bedroom to his valet, ^ Hicks, bring me 
my casket 1 ' 



212 THE BOOK OF SNOBS 

' I don't know who it is,' Waegle would sajr. ^ Who 
does know that fellow's intrigues! Desborough W'iggle, 
sir, is the slave of passion. I suppose you have heard the 
story of the Italian princess locked up in the convent of 
Saint Barbara, at Rimini ? He hasn't told you i Then 
I'm not at liberty to speak. Or the countess, about 
whom he nearly had the duel with Prince Witikind of 
Bavaria ? Perhaps you haven't even heard about that 
beautiful girl at Pentonville, daughter of a most respect- 
able Dissenting clergyman. She broke her heart when 
she found he was engaged (to a most lovely creature of 
high family, who afterwards proved false to him), and 
she's now in Hanwell.' 

Waggle's belief in his friend amounts to frantic adora- 
tion. ^ What a genius he is, if he would but apply 
himself I ' he whispers to me. ^ He could be anything, 
sir, but for his passions. His poems are the most beauti- 
ful things you ever saw. He's written a continuation 
of " Don Juan," from his own adventures. Did you ever 
read his lines to Mary ? They're superior to Byron, sir 
— superior to Byron.' 

I was glad to hear this from so accomplished a critic 
as Waggle ; for the fact is, I had composed the verses 
myself for honest Wiggle one day, whom I found at his 
chambers plunged in thought over a very dirty old- 
fashioned album, in which he had not as yet written a 
single word. 

*I can't,' says he. * Sometimes I can write whole 
cantos, and to-day not a line. Oh, Snob 1 such an 
opportunity 1 Such a divine creature I She's asked me 
to write verses for her album, and I can't.' 

* Is she rich ? ' said I. * I thought you would never 
marry any but an heiress.' 

* Oh, Snob 1 she's the most accomplished highly- 
connected creature ! — and I can't get out a line.' 

* How will you have it ? ' says I. * Hot, with 
sugar ? ' 
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* Don't, don't ! You trample on the most sacred 
feelings, Snob« I want something wild and tender,— - 
like Byron. I want to tell her that amongst the festive 
halls, and that sort of thing, you know — I only think 
about her, you know — that I scorn the world, and am 
weary of it, you know, and — something about a gazelle, 
and a bulbul, you know.' 

* And a yataghan to finish off with,' the present writer 
observed, and we began : — 



*TO MARY 

* I seem, in the midst of the crowd, 

The lightest of all ; 
My laughter rings cheery and loud. 

In banquet and ball. 
My lip hath its smiles and its sneers, 

For all men to see ; 
But my soul, and my truth, and my tears 

Are for thee, are for thee ! * 

* Do you call that neat. Wiggle ? ' says I. * I declare 
it almost makes me cry myself.' 

*Now suppose,' says Wiggle, *we say that all the 
world is at my feet — make her jealous, you know, and 
that sort of thing — and that — that I'm going to travel^ 
you know ? That perhaps may work upon her feelings.' 

So We (as this wretched prig said) began again : — 

* Around me they flatter and fawn — 

The young and the old. 
The fairest are ready to pawn 

Their hearts for my gold. 
They sue me — I laugh as I spurn 

The slaves at my knee. 
But in faith and in fondness I turn 

Unto thee, unto thee ! ' 
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* Now for the travelling, Wiggle mjr boy ! ' And I 
began, in a voice choked with emotion : — 

* Away ! for my heart knows no rest 

Since you taught it to feel ; 
The secret must die in my breast 

I burn to reveal ; 
The passion I may not * 

' I say, Snob ! ' Wiggle here interrupted the excited 
bard (just as I was about to break out into four lines so 
pathetic that they would drive you into hysterics). * I 
say — ahem — couldn't you say that I was — z — military 
man, and that there was some danger of my life ? ' 

* You a military man ? — danger of your life ? What 
the deuce do you mean ? ' 

*Why,' said Wiggle, blushing a good deal, *I told 
her I was going out — on — the — Ecuador — expedition.' 

^You abominable young impostor,' I exclaimed. 
^Finish the poem for yourself!' And so he did, and 
entirely out of all metre, and bragged about the work at 
the Club as his own performance. 

Poor Waggle fully believed in his friend's genius, until 
one day last week he came with a grin on his counten- 
ance to the Club, and said, ^ Oh, Snob, I've made such a 
discovery i Going down to the skating to-day, whom 
should I see but Wiggle walking with that splendid 
woman — that lady of illustrious family and immense 
fortune, Mary, you know, whom he wrote the beautiful 
verses about. She's five-and-forty. She's red hair. 
She's a nose like a pump-handle. Her father made his 
fortune by keeping a ham-and-beef shop, and Wiggle's 
going to marry her next week.' 

*So much the better. Waggle, my young friend,' I 
exclaimed. * Better for the sake of womankind that this 
dangerous dog should leave oflF lady-killing — this Blue- 
beard give up practice. Or, better rather for his own 
sake. For as there is not a word of truth in any of 
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those prodigious lovc-stories which you used to swallow, 
nobody has been hurt except Wiggle himself, whose 
affections will now centre in the ham-and-beef shop- 
There are people, Mr. Waggle, who do the$e things in 
earnest, and hold a good rank in the world too. But 
these are not subjects for ridicule, and though certainly 
Snobs, are scoundrels likewise. Their cases go up to 
a higher Court.' 



CHAPTER XLVIII 

CLUB SNOBS 



Bacchus is the divinity to whom Waggle devotes his 
especial worship. ' Give me wine, my boy,' says he to 
his friend Wiggle, who is prating about lovely woman ; 
and holds up his glass full of the rosy fluid, and winks at 
it portentously, and sips it, and smacks his lips after it, 
and meditates on it, as if he were the greatest of con- 
noisseurs. 

I have remarked this excessive wine-amateurship 
especially in youth. Snoblings from College, Fledglings 
from the army, Goslings from the public schools, who 
ornament our Ckibs, are frequently to be heard in great 
force upon wine questions. * This bottle's corked,' says 
Snobling ; and Mr. Sly, the butler, taking it away, 
returns presently with the same wine in another jug, 
which the young amateur pronounces excellent. ^ Hang 
champagne ! ' says Fledgling, ^ it's only fit for gals and 
children. Give me pale sherry at dinner, and my twenty- 
three claret afterwards.' * What's port now?' says 
Gosling: ^disgusting thick sweet stuff — where's the 
old dry wine one used to get ? ' Until the last twelve- 
month, Fledgling drank small beer at Dr. Swishtail's; 
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and Grosling used to get his dry old port at a gin-shop 
in Westminster — till he quitted that seminary in 1844. 

Anybody who has looked at the caricatures of thirty 
years ago, must remember how frequently bottle-noses, 
pimpled faces, and other Bardolphian features are intro- 
duced by the designer. They are much more rare now 
(in nature, and in pictures, therefore) than in those good 
old times ; but there are still to be found amongst the 
youth of our Clubs lads who glory in drinking-bouts, 
and whose &ces, quite sickly and yellow, for the most 
part, are decorated with those marks which Rowland's 
Kalydor is said to efface. ^ I was so cut last night — old 
boy 1 ' Hopkins says to Tomkins (with amiable confi- 
dence). 'I tell you what we did. We breakfasted 
with Jack Herring at twelve, and kept up with brandy- 
and soda-water and weeds till four ; then we toddled 
into the Park for an hour ; then we dined and drank 
mulled port till half-price; then we looked in for an 
hour at the Haymarket ; then we came back to the 
Club, and had grills and whisky-punch till all was blue. 
— Hullo, waiter ! Get me a glass of cherry-brandy.' 
Club waiters, the civilest, the kindest, the patientest of 
men, die under the infliction of these cruel young topers. 
Bu^if the reader wishes to see a perfect picture on the 
stage of this class of young fellows, I would recommend 
him to witness the ingenious comedy of ^ London 
Assurance ' — the amiable heroes of which are represented, 
not only as drunkards and five-o'clock-in-the-morning 
men, but as showing a hundred other delightful traits of 
swindling, lying, and general debauchery, quite edifying 
to witness. 

How different is the conduct of these outrageous youths 
to the decent behaviour of my friend, Mr. Pap worthy ; 
who says to Poppins, the butler at the Club : — 

Papworthy. * Poppins, I'm thinking of dining early ; 
is there any cold game in the house ? ' 

Poppins. There's a game pie, sir ; there's cold grouse, 



CLUB SNOBS 217 

sir ; there's cold pheasant, sir; there's cold peacock, sir ; 
cold swan, sir ; cold ostrich, sir,' &c. &c. (as the case 
may be). 

Papworthy. * Hem ! What's your best claret now, 
Poppins ? — in pints I mean.' 

Poppins. ' There's Cooper and Magnum's Lafitte, sir ; 
there's Lath and Sawdust's St. Julien, sir: Bung's 
L^oville is considered remarkably fine ; and I think you'd 
like Jugger's Chateau- Mar gaux.' 

Papworthy, * Hum ! — hah ! — well — give me a crust of 
bread and a glass of beer. Til only lunch^ Poppins.' 

Captain Shindy is another sort of Club bore. He has 
been known to throw all the Club in an uproar about 
the quality of his mutton-chop. 

* Look at it, sir 1 Is it cooked, sir ? Smell it, sir I 
Is it meat fit for a gentleman ? ' he roars out to the 
steward, who stands trembling before him, and who in 
vain tells him that the Bishop of BuUocksmithy has just 
had three from the same loin. All the waiters in the 
Club are huddled round the Captain's mutton-chop. He 
roars out the most horrible curses at John for not bring- 
ing the pickles ; he utters the most dreadful oaths 
because Thomas has not arrived with the Harvey sauce ; 
Peter comes tumbling with the water-jug over Jeames, 
who is bringing * the glittering canisters with bread.' 
Whenever Shindy enters the room (such is the force of 
character), every table is deserted, every gentleman must 
dine as he best may, and all those big footmen are in 
terror. 

He makes his account of it. He scolds, and is better 
waited upon in consequence. At the Club he has ten 
servants scudding about to do his bidding. 

Poor Mrs. Shindy and the children are, meanwhile, in 
dingy lodgings somewhere, waited upon by a charity-girl 
in pattens. 




Every well-bred English female will sympathise with 
the subject of the harrowing tale, the history of Sackville 
Maine, I am now about to recount. The pleasures of 
Clubs have been spoken of: let us now glance for a 
moment at the dangers of those institutions, and for this 
purpose I must introduce you to my young acquaintance, 
Sackville Maine. 

It was at a ball at the house of my respected friend, 
Mrs. Perkins, that I was introduced to this gentleman 
and his charming lady. Seeing a young creature before 
me in a white dress, with white satin shoes ; with a pink 
ribbon, about a yard in breadth, flaming out as she twirled 
in a polka in the arms of Monsieur de Springbock, the 
German diplomatist ; with a green wreath on her head, 
and the blackest hair this individual ever set eyes on — 
seeing, I say, before me a charming young woman 
whisking beautifully in a beautiful dance, and presenting, 
as she wound and wound round the room, now a full face, 
then a three-quarter &ce, then a profile — a &ce, in fine, 
which in every way you saw it looked pretty, and rosy, 
and happy, I felt (as I trust) a not unbecoming curiosity 
regarding the owner of this pleasant countenance, and 
asked Wagley (who was standing by, in conversation with 
an acquaintance) who was the lady in question ? 

* Which ? ' says Wagley. 

* That one with the coal-black eyes,' I replied. 

^ Hush I ' says he ; and the gentleman with whom he 
was talking moved off, with ratncr a aiscomiited air. 

218 
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When he was gone Waglev burst out laughing. 
* Coal-black eyes ! ' said he ; * you ve just hit it. That's 
Mrs. Sackville Maine, and that was her husband who 
just went away. He's a coal-merchant, Snob, my boy, 
and I have no doubt Mr. Perkins's Wallsends are supplied 
from his wharf. He is in a flaming furnace when he 
hears coals mentioned. He and his wife and his mother 
are very proud of Mrs. Sackville's family ; she was a Miss 
ChuflF, daughter of Captain ChuflT, R.N. That is the 
widow ; that stout woman in crimson tabinet, battling 
about the odd trick with old Mr. Dumps, at the card- 
table.' 

And so, in fact, it was. Sackville Maine (whose 
name is a hundred times more elegant, surely, than that 
of ChufF) was blest with a pretty wife, and a genteel 
mother-in-laWy both of whom some people may envy 
him. 

Soon after his marriage the old lady was good enough 
to come and pay him a visit — just for a fortnight — at • 
his pretty little cottage, Kennington Oval; and, such 
is her a&ction for the place, has never quitted it these 
four years. She has also brought her son. Nelson Colling- 
wood Chuff, to live with her ; but he is not so much at 
home as his mamma, going as a day-boy to Merchant 
Taylors' School, where he is getting a sound classical 
education. 

If these beings, so closely allied to his wife, and so 
justly dear to her, may be considered as drawbacks to 
Maine's happiness, what man is there that has not some 
things in life to complain of? And when I first knew 
Mr. Maine no man seemed more comfortable than he. 
His cottage was a picture of elegance and comfort ; his 
table and cellar were excellently and neatly supplied. 
There was every enjoyment, but no ostentation. The 
omnibus took him to business of a morning } the boat 
brought him back to the happiest of homes, where he 
would while away the long evening by reading out the 
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ftshionable novels to the ladies as they worked ; or 
accompany his wife on the flute (which he played 
elegantly) ; or in any one of the hundred pleasing and 
innocent amusements of the domestic circle. Mrs. 
ChuflF covered the drawing-rooms with prodigious 
tapestries, the work of her hands. Mrs. Sackville had a 
particular genius for making covers of tape or network 
for these tapestried cushions. She could make home- 
made wines. She could make preserves and pickles. 
She had an album, into which, during the time of his 
courtship, Sackville Maine had written choice scraps of 
Bryon's and Moore's poetry, analogous to his own situa- 
tion, and in a fine mercantile hand. She had a large 
manuscript receipt-book — every quality, in a word, 
which indicated a virtuous and well-bred English female 
mind. 

'And as for Nelson Collingwood,' Sackville would 
say, laughing, ' we couldn't do without him in the bouse. 
• If he didn't spoil the tapestry we should be over- 
cushioned in a few months ; and whom could we get but 
him to drink Laura's home-made wine ? ' The truth is, 
the gents who came from the City to dine at the Oval 
could not be induced to drink it — ^in which fastidious- 
ness, I myself, when I grew to be intimate with the 
family, confess that I shared. 

* And yet, sir, that green ginger has been drunk by 
some of England's proudest heroes/ Mrs. Chu£F would 
exclaim. ' Admiral Lord Exmouth tasted and praised 
it, sir, on board Captain ChuflPs ship, the " Nebuchad- 
nezzar," 74, at Algiers ; and he had three dozen with him 
in the "Pitchfork" frigate, a part of which was served 
out to the men before he went into his immortal action 
with the " Furibonde,*' Captain Choufleur, in the Gulf 
of Panama.' 

All this, though the old dowager told us the story 
every day when the wine was produced, never served to 
get rid of any quantity of it — and the green ginger, 
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though it had fired British tars for combat and victory, 
W2S not to the taste of us peacefid and degenerate gents 
}f modern times. 

I see Sackville now, as on the occasion when, 
)resented by Wagley, I paid my first visit to him. It 
W2S in July — a Sunday afternoon — Sackville Maine was 
X)ming from church, with his wife on one arm, and his 
nother-in-law (in red tabinet, as usual) on the other. 
\ half-grown, or hobbadehoyish footman, so to speak, 
ralked after them, carrying their shining golden prayer- 
K>oks — ^the ladies had splendid parasols with tags and 
ringes. Mrs. Chuff's great gold watch, fastened to her 
tomach, gleamed there like a ball of fire. Nelson 
^oUingwood was in the distance, shying stones at an old 
lorse on Kennington Common. 'Twas on that verdant 
pot we met — nor can I ever forget the majestic courtesy 
if Mrs. Chuff, as she remembered having had the 
Measure of seeing me at Mrs. Perkins's — nor the glance of 
corn which she threw at an unfortunate gentleman who 
ras preaching an exceedingly desultory discourse to a 
ceptical audience of omnibus-cads and nursemaids, on a 
ub, as we passed by. ^ I cannot help it, sir/ says she ; 
1 am the widow of an officer of Britain's Navy : I was 
aught to honour my Church and my King : and I 
annot bear a Radical or a Dissenter.' 

With these fine principles I found Sackville Maine 
npressed. * Wagley,* said he, to. my introducer, *if no 
etter engagement, why shouldn't self and friend dine at 
he Oval i Mr. Snob, sir, the mutton's coming off the 
pit at this very minute. Laura and Mrs. Chuff' (he 
lid Laurar and Mrs. Chuff; but I hate people who 
lake remarks on these peculiarities of pronunciation) 
will be most happy to see you ; and I can promise you a 
earty welcome, and as good a glass of port-wine as any 
1 England.' 

'This is better than dining at the "Sarcophagus,"' 
hinks I to myself, at which Club Wagley and I had 

p 
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intended to take our meal; and so we accepted th: 
kindly invitation, whence arose afterwards a considerable 
intimacy. 

Evervthing about this family and house was so good 
natureOy comfortable, and well-conditioned, that a cynic 
would have ceased to growl there. Mrs. Laura was al 
graciousness and smiles, and looked to as great advantage 
in her pretty morning-gown as in her dress-robe at Mrs 
Perkins's. Mrs. Chuff fired off her stories about th< 
' Nebuchadnezzar,' 74, the action between the ^ Pitcb 
fork' and the 'Furibonde' — the heroic resistance 
Captain Choufieur, and the quantity of snuff he took, &c 
&c. ; which, as they were heard for the first time, wer< 
pleasanter than I have subsequently found them. Sack 
ville Maine was the best of hosts. He agreed in every- 
thing everybody said, altering his opinions without th< 
slightest reservation upon the slightest possible con- 
tradiction. He was not one of those beings who would 
emulate a Schonbein or Friar Bacon, or act the part of an 
incendiary towards the Thames, his neighbour — but a 
good, kind, simple, honest, easy fellow — in love with hh 
wife — well disposed to all the world — content with 
himself, content even with his mother-in-law. Nclsoii 
Colling wood, I remember, in the course of the evenine 
when whisky-and-water was for some reason produced 
grew a little tipsy. This did not in the least movj 
Sackville's equanimity. ^ Take him upstairs, Josepf 
said he to the hobbadehoy, ^ and — ^Joseph — don't cell 
mamma. 

What could make a man so happily disposed, unbappj 
What could cause discomfort, bickering, and estrangcmi 
in a family so friendly and united ? Ladies, it was not 
faults-it was Mrs. Chuft's doing — but the rest of the 
you shall have on a future day. 







The misfortune which befell the simple and good-natured 
young Sackville arose entirely from that abominable 
^Sarcophagus Club;' and that he ever entered it was 
partly the fault of the present writer. 

For seeing Mrs. ChufF, his mother-in-law, had a taste 
for the genteel — (indeed, her talk was all about Lord 
Collingwood, Lord Gambier, Sir Jahaleel Brenton, and 
the Gosport and Plymouth balls) — Wagley and I, 
according to our wont, trumped her conversation, and 
talked about Lords, Dukes, Marquises, and Baronets, as 
if those dignitaries were our familiar friends. 

*Lord Sextonbury,' says I, 'seems to have recovered 
her Ladyship's death. He and the Duke were very jolly 
over their wine at the '^ Sarcophagus " last night ; weren't 
they, Wagley ? ' 

* Good fellow, the Duke,' Wagley replied. * Pray, 
ma'am ' (to Mrs. Chuff), * you who know the world and 
etiquette, will you tell me what a man ought to do in my 
case ? Last June, his Grace, his son Lord Castlerampant, 
Tom Smith, and myself were dining at the Club, when 
I offered the odds against Daddylonglegs for the Derby 
— forty to on^, in sovereigns only. His Grace took the 
bet, and of course I won. He has never paid me. 
Now, can I ask such a great man for a sovereign ? — One 
more lump of sugar, if you please, my dear madam.' 

It was lucky Wagley gave her this opportunity to 
elude the question, for it prostrated the whole worthy 
family among whom we were. They telegraphed each 

223 
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other with wondering eyes, Mrs. Chuff's stories about 
the naval nobility grew quite faint : and kind little Mrs. 
Sackville became uneasy, and went upstairs to look at the 
children-— not at that young monster, Nelson Colling- 
wood, who was sleeping off the whisky-and-water — but 
at a couple of little ones who had made their appearance 
at dessert, and of whom she and Sackville were the happy 
parents. 

The end of this and subsequent meetings with Mr. 
Maine was, that we proposed and got him elected as a 
member of the ' Sarcophagus Club.' 

It was not done without a deal of opposition — the 
secret having been whispered that the candidate was a 
coal-merchant. You may be sure some of the proud 
people and most of the parvenus of the Club were ready 
to blackball him. We combated this opposition success- 
fully, however. We pointed out to the parvenus that 
the Lambtons and the Stuarts sold coals : we mollified the 
proud by accounts of his good birth, good nature, and 
good behaviour ; and Wagley went about on the day of 
election describing with great eloquence the action 
between the ^ Pitchfork ' and the ^ Furibondc,' and the 
valour of Captain Maine, our friend's father. There 
was a slight mistake in the narrative ; but we carried 
our man with only a trifling sprinkling of black beans in 
the boxes ; Byles's, of course, who blackballs everybody ; 
ziid Bung's, who looks down upon a coal-merchant, 
having himself lately retired from the wine-trade. 

Some fortnight afterwards I saw Sackville Maine 
under the following circumstances : — 

He was showing the Club to his family. He had 
brought them thither in the light-blue fly, waiting at the 
Club door ; with Mrs. Chuff's hobbadehoy footboy on the 
box, by the side of the flyman, in a sham livery. Nelson 
Collingwood ; pretty Mrs. Sackville ; Mrs. Captain Chuff 
(Mrs. Commodore Chuff we call her), were all there : 
the latter, of course, in the vermilion tabinet, which. 
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splendid as it is, is nothing in comparison to the splendour 
of the * Sarcophagus.' The delighted Sackville Maine 
was pointing out the beauties of the place to them. It 
seemed as beautiful as Paradise to that little party. 

The * Sarcophagus ' displays every known variety of 
architecture and decoration. The great library is 
Elizabethan ; the small library is Pointed Gothic : the 
dining-room is severe Doric ; the strangers' room has an 
Egyptian look ; the drawing-rooms are Louis Quatorze 
(so called because the hideous ornaments displayed were 
used in the time of Louis Quinze) ; the corttle^ or hall, is 
Morisco-Italian. It is all over marble, maplewood, 
looking-glasses, arabesques, ormolu, and scagliola. 
Scrolls, ciphers, dragons, Cupids, polyanthuses, and other 
flowers writhe up the walls in every kind of cornu* 
copiosity. Fancy every gentleman in Jullien's band 
playing with all his might, and each performing a 
difllerent tune : the ornaments at our Club, the 
^ Sarcophagus,' so bewilder and affect me. Dazzled with 
emotions which I cannot describe, and which she dared 
not reveal, Mrs. Chuff, followed by her children and son- 
in-law, walked wondering amongst these blundering 
splendours. 

In the great library (225 feet long by 150) the only 
man Mrs. Chuff saw was Tiggs. He was lyine on a 
crimson-velvet sofa, reading a French novel of Paul de 
Kock. It was a very little book. He is a very little 
man. In that enormous hall he looked like a mere 
speck. As the ladies passed breathless and trembling in 
the vastness of the magnificent solitude, he threw a 
knowing killing glance at the fair strangers, as much as 
to say, * Ain't I a fine fellow ? ' They thought so, I 
am sure. 

* Whais that?* hisses out Mrs. Chuff, when we were 
about fifty yards off him at the other end of the room. 

^ Tiggs ! ' ssLjs I, in a similar whisper. 

* Pretty comfortable this, isn't it, my dear?' says 
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Maine in a free-and-easy way to Mrs. Sackville : * all the 
magazines, you see— writing materials — ^ncw works — 
choice library, containing every work of importance — 
what have we here ?— " Dugdale's Monasticon,** a most 
valuable and, I believe, entertaining book.' 

And proposing to take down one of the books for Mrs. 
Maine's inspection, he selected Volume VII., to which 
he was attracted by the singular fact that a brass door- 
handle grew out of the back. Instead of pulling out a 
book, however, he pulled open a cupboard, only inhabited 
by a lazy housemaid's broom and duster, at which he 
looked exceedingly discomfited ; while Nelson Colling- 
wood, losing all respect, burst into a roar of laughter. 

* That's the rummest book I ever saw,' says Nelson. 
* I wish we'd no others at Merchant Taylors'. 

* Hush, Nelson ! ' cries Mrs. Chuff, and we went into 
the other magnificent apartments. 

How they did admire the drawing-room hangings 
(pink and silver brocade, most excellent wear for 
London), and calculated the price per yard ; and 
revelled on the luxurious sofas ; and gazed on the im- 
measurable looking-glasseSk 

* Pretty well to shave by, eh ? ' says Maine to his 
mother-in-law. (He was getting more abominably 
conceited every minute.) 'Get away, Sackville,' says 
she, quite delighted, and threw a glance over her 
shoulder, and spread out the wings of the red tabinet, 
and took a good look at herself ; so did Mrs. Sackville — 
just one, and I thought the glass reflected a very smiling 
pretty creature. 

But what's a woman at a looking-glass ? Bless the 
little dears, it's their place. They fly to it naturally. 
It pleases them, and they adorn it. What I like to see, 
and watch with increasing Joy and adoration, is the Club 
men at the great looking-glasses. Old Gills pushing up 
his collars and grinning at his own mottled face. 
Hulker looking solemnly at his great person, and 
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tightening his coat to give himself a veaist. Fred 
Minchin simpering by as he is going out to dine, and 
casting upon the reflection of his white neckcloth a 
pleased moony smile. What s deal of vanity that Club 
mirror has reflected, to be sure I 

Well, the ladies went through the whole establish- 
ment with perfect pleasure. They beheld the cofFee- 
rooms, and the little tables laid for dinner, and the 
gentlemen who were taking their lunch, and old Jawkins 
thundering away as usual ; they saw the reading-rooms, 
and the rush for the evening papers ; they saw the 
kitchens — those wonders of art — ^where the Chef was 
presiding over twenty pretty kitchen-maids, and ten 
thousand shining saucepans : and they got into the light- 
blue fly perfectly bewildered with pleasure. 

Sackville did not enter it, though little Laura took the 
back seat on purpose, and left him the front place along- 
side of Mrs. Chu£Ps red tabinet. 

* We have your fiivourite dinner,' says she, in a timid 
voice ; * won't you come, Sackville ? ' 

*• I shall take a chop here to-day, my dear,' Sackville 
replied. * Home, James.' And he went up the steps of 
the * Sarcophagus/ and the pretty face looked very sad 
out of the carriage, as the blue fly drove away. 



230 THE BOOK OF SNOBS 

plate, and dismal twopenny champagne, and waiters in 
gloves, and the Club bucks for company — among whom 
Mrs. Chuff was uneasy, and Mrs. Sackville quite silent. 

Not that he dined at home often. The wretch had 
become a perfect epicure, and dined commonly at the 
Club with the gormandising clique there : with old 
Doctor Maw, Colonel Cramley (who is as lean as a 
greyhound and has jaws like a jack), and the rest of 
them. Here you might see the wretch tippling Sillery 
champagne and gorging himself with French viands; 
and I often looked with sorrow from my table (on 
which cold meat, the Club small-beer, and a half-pint of 
Marsala form the modest banquet), and sighed to think 
it was my work. 

And there were other beings present to my repentant 
thoughts. Where's his wife, thought I r Where's 
poor, good, kind little Laura ? At this very moment — 
it's about the nursery bed-time, and while yonder good- 
for-nothing is swilling his wine — the little ones are at 
Laura's knees lisping their prayers ; and she is teaching 
them to say — ^ Pray God bless Papa.* 

When she has put them to bed, her day's occupation 
is gone ; and she is utterly lonely all night, and sad, and 
waiting for him. 

Oh, for shame I Oh, for shame ! Go home, thou 
idle tippler. 

How Sackville lost his health ; how he lost his 
business ; how he got into scrapes ; how he got into 
debt ; how he became a railroad director ; how the 
Pimlico house was shut up ; how he went to Boulogne, 
— all this I could tell, only I am too much ashamed of 
my part of the transaction. They returned to England 
because, to the surprise of everybody, Mrs. Chuff came 
down with a great sum of money (which nobody knew 
she had saved), and paid his liabilities. He is in 
England ; but at Kennington. His name is taken oS 
the books of the ^Sarcophagus' long ago. When we 
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meet, he crosses over to the other side of the street ; 
and I don't call, as I should be sorry to see a look of 
reproach or sadness in Laura's sweet face. 

Not, however, all evil, as I am proud to think , has 
been the influence of the Snob of England upon Clubs in 
general : — ^Captain Shindy is afraid to bully the waiters 
any more, and eats his mutton-chop without moving 
Acheron. Gobemouche does not take more than two 
papers at a time for his private reading. Tiggs does not 
ring the bell and cause the library-waiter to walk about 
a quarter of a mile in order to give him Vol. II., which 
lies on the next table. Growler has ceased to walk from 
table to table in the coffee-room, and inspect what 
people are having for dinner. Trotty Veck takes his 
own umbrella from the hall — the cotton one ; and 
Sydney Scraper's paletot lined with silk has been brought 
l»ck by Jobbins, who entirely mistook it for his own. 
Wiggle has discontinued telling stories about the ladies 
he has killed. Snooks does not any more think it 
gentlemanlike to blackball attorneys. Snuffler no longer 
publicly spreads out his great red cotton pocket- 
handkerchief before the fire, for the admiration of two 
hundred gentlemen ; and if one Club Snob has been 
brought Imck to the paths of rectitude, and if one poor 
John has been spared a journey or a scolding — say, 
friends and brethren, if these sketches of Club Snobs 
have been in vain. 



CHAPTER THE LAST 

CONCLUDING OBSERVATIONS ON SNOBS 

How It is that we have come to No. 52 of this present 
series of papers, my dear friends and brother Snobs, I 
hardly know — but for a whole mortal year have we been 
together, prattling, and abusing the human race ; and 
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we to live for a hundred years more, I believe there 
is plenty of subject for conversation in the enormous 
theme of Snobs. 

The national mind is awakened to the subject. 
Letters pour in every day, conveying marks of 
sympathy ; directing the attention of the Snob of 
England to races of Snobs yet undescribed. ' Where are 

Cur Theatrical Snobs ; your Commercial Snobs ; your 
edical and Chirurgical Snobs ; your Official Snobs ; 
your Legal Snobs ; your Artistical Snobs ; your Musical 
Snobs; your Sporting Snobs?' write my esteemed 
correspondents. ' Surely you are not going to miss the 
Cambridge Chancellor election, and omit showing up 
your Don Snobs, who are coming, cap in hand, to a 
young Prince of six-and-twenty, and to implore him to 
be the chief of their renowned University ? ' writes a 
friend who seals with the signet of the C^m and Isis 
Club. ^ Pray, pray,' cries another, ^ now the Operas are 
opening, give us a lecture about Omnibus Snobs.' 
Indeed, I should like to write a chapter about the 
Snobbish Dons very much, and another about the 
Snobbish Dandies. Of my dear Theatrical Snobs I 
think with a pang ; and I can hardly break away from 
some Snobbish artists, with whom I have long long 
intended to have a palaver. 

But what's the use of delaying ? When these were 
done there would be fresh Snobs to portray. The labour 
is endless. No single man could complete it. Here arc 
but fifty-two bricks — and a pyramid to build. It is best 
to stop. As Jones always quits the room as soon as he 
has said his good thing, — as Cincinnatus and General 
Washington both retired into private life in the height 
of their popularity, — as Prince Albert, when he laid the 
first stone of the Exchange, left the bricklayers to 
complete that edifice, and went home to his Royal 
dinner, — ^as the poet Bunn comes forward at the end of 
the season, and with feelings too tumultuous to describe. 
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blesses his kyind friends over the footlights : so, friends, 
in the flush of conquest and the splendour of victory, 
amid the shouts and the plaudits of a people — triumphant 
yet modest — the Snob of England bids ye farewell. 

But only for a . season. Not for ever. No, no. 
There is one celebrated author whom I admire very 
much — who has been taking leave of the public any time 
these ten years in his prefaces, and always comes back 
again when everybody is glad to see him. How can he 
have the heart to be saying good-bye so often i I believe 
that Bunn is a£Fected when he blesses the people. Part- 
ing is alwa3rs painful. Even the familiar bore is dear to 
you. I should be sorry to shake hands even with 
Jawkins for the last time. I think a well-constituted 
convict, on coming home from transportation, ought to 
be rather sad when he takes leave of Van Diemen's 
Land. When the curtain goes down on the last night 
of a pantomime, poor old clown must be very dismal, 
depend on it. Ha ! with what joy he rushes forward on 
the evening of the 26th of December next, and says — 
* How are you ? — Here we are P But I am growing too 
sentimental : — ^to return to the theme. 

The national mind is awakened to the subject 
OF Snobs. The word Snob has taken a place in our 
honest English vocabulary. We can't define it, perhaps. 
We can't say what it is, any more than we can define 
wit, or humour, or humbug ; but we know what it is. 
Some weeks since, happening to have the felicity to sit 
next to a young lady at an hospitable table, where poor 
old Jawkins was holding forth in a very absurd pompous 
manner, I wrote upon the spotless damask ^ S— — B,' and 
called my neighbour's attention to the little remark. 

That young lady smiled. She knew it at once. Her 
mind straightway filled up the two letters concealed by 
apostrophic reserve, and I read in her assenting eyes that 
she knew Jawkins was a Snob. You seldom get them 
to make use of the word as yet, it is true ; but it is in- 
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conceivable how pretty an expression their little smiling 

mouths assume when they speak it out. If any young 

lady doubts, just let her go up to her own room, look at 

herself steadily in the glass, and say ^ Snob/ If she tries 

this simple experiment, my life for it, she will smile, and 

own that the word becomes her mouth amazingly, A 

pretty little round word, all composed of soft letters, with 

a hiss at the beginning, just to make it piquant, as it were. 

Jawkins, meanwhile, went on blundering, and bragging, 

and boring, quite unconsciously. And so he will, no 

doubt, go on roaring and braying, to the end of time, or 

at least so long as people will hear him. You cannot 

alter the nature of men and Snobs by any force of satire ; 

as, by laying ever so many stripes on a donkey's back, 

you can't turn him into a zebra. 

But we can warn the neighbourhood that the person 
whom they and Jawkins admire is an impostor. We 
can apply the Snob test to him, and try whether he is 
conceited and a quack, whether pompous and lacking 
humility — whether uncharitable and proud of his narrow 
soul ? How does he treat a great man — how regard a 
small one ? How does he comport himself in the 
presence of His Grace the Duke i and how in that of 
Smith the tradesman ? 

And it seems to me that all English society is cursed 
by this mammoniacal superstition ; and that we are 
sneaking and bowing and cringing on the one hand, or 
bullying and scorning on the other, from the lowest to 
the highest. My wife speaks with great circum- 
spection — * proper pride,' she calls it — to our neighbour 
the tradesman's lady : and she, I mean Mrs. Snob— Eliza 
— would give one of her eyes to go to Court, as her 
cousin, the Captain's wife, did. She, again, is a good 
soul, but it costs her agonies to be obliged to confess that 
we live in Upper Thompson Street, SomersTown. And 
though I believe in her heart Mrs. Whiskerington is 
fonder of us than of her cousins, the Smigsmags, you 
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should hear how she goes on prattling about Lady 
Smigsmag, — and ' I said to Sir John, my dear John ; ' 
and about the Smigsmags' house and parties in Hyde 
Park Terrace. 

Lady Smigsmag, when she meets Eliza, — who is a sort 
of a kind of a species of a connection of the family, pokes 
out one finger, which my wife is at liberty to embrace 
in the most cordial manner she can devise. But oh, you 
should see her Ladyship's behaviour on her first-chop 
dinner-party days, when Lord and Lady Longears 
come 1 

I can bear it no longer — this diabolical invention of 
gentility which kills natural kindliness and honest friend- 
ship. Proper pride, indeed 1 Rank and precedence 
forsooth ! The table of ranks and degrees is a lie, and 
should be.^ flung into the fire. Organise rank and 
pre^i^enceN that was well for the masters of ceremonies 
of forhieiLages. Come forward, some great marshal, and 
organise Equality in society, and your rod shall swallow^ 
up all the juggling old Court gold-sticks. If this is not'^ 
gospel truth — if the world does not tend to this — if 
hereditary-great-man worship is not a humbug and an 
idolatry — ^let us have the Stuarts back again, and crop the 
Free Press's ears in the pillory. 

If ever our cousins, the Smigsmags, asked me to meet 
Lord Longears, I would like to take an opportunity after 
dinner and say, in the most good-natured way in the 
world : — Sir, Fortune makes you a present of a number 
of thousand pounds every year. The ine£Eable wisdom 
of our ancestors has placed you as a chief and hereditary 
legislator over me. Our admirable Constitution (the 
pride of Britons and envy of surrounding nations) obliges 
me to receive you as my senator, superior, and guardian. 
Your eldest son, Fitz-Heehaw, is sure of a place in 
Parliament; your younger sons, the De Brays, will 
kindly condescend to be post-captains and lieutenant- 
colonels, and to represent us in foreign courts, or to take 
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a good living when it falls convenient. These prizes 
our admirable Constitution (the pride and envy of, &c.) 
pronounces to be your due : without count of your dul- 
ness, your vices, your selfishness; or your entire 
incapacity and folly. Dull as you may be (and we have 
as good a right to assume that my Lord is an ass^ as the 
other proposition, that he is an enlightened patriot) ; — 
dull, I say, as you may be, no one will accuse you of such 
monstrous folly, as to suppose that you are indifferent to 
the good luck which you possess, or have any inclination 
to part with it. No — and patriots as we are, under 
happier circumstances, Smith and I, I have no doubt, 
were we dukes ourselves, would stand by our order. 

We would submit good-naturedly to sit in a high 
place. We would acquiesce in that admirable Constitu- 
tion (pride and envy of, &c.) which made us chiefs and 
the world our inferiors ; we would not cavil particularly 
at that notion of hereditary superiority which brought so 
many simple people cringing to our knees. Maybe we 
would rally round the Corn Laws ; we would make a 
stand against the Reform Bill ; we would die rather than 
repeal the Acts against Catholics and Dissenters ; we 
would, by our noble system of class legislation, bring 
Ireland to its present admirable condition. 

But Smith and I are not Earls as yet. We don't 
believe that it is for the interest of Smith's army that 
young De Bray should be a Colonel at five-and-twenty, 
— of Smith's diplomatic relations that Lord Longears 
should go Ambassador to Constantinople, — of our politics, 
that Longears should put his hereditary foot into them. 

This bowing and cringing. Smith believes to be the 
act of Snobs ; and he will do all in his might and main to 
be a Snob, and to submit to Snobs no longer. To 
Longears he says, * We can't help seeing, Longears, that 
we are as good as you. We can spell even better ; "we 
can think quite as rightly 5 we will not have you for our 
master, or black your shoes any more. Your footmen 
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do it, but they are paid ; and the fellow who comes to 
get a list of the company when you give a banquet or 
a dancing break&st at Longueoreille House, gets money 
from the newspapers for performing that service. But 
for us, thank you for nothing, Longears my boy, and we 
don't wish to pay you any more than we owe. We will 
take o£Four hats to Wellington because he is Wellington ; 
but to you — who are you r ' 

I am sick of Court Circulars. I loathe hauUton 
intelligence. I believe such words as Fashionable, 
Exclusive, Aristocratic, and the like, to be wicked, 
unchristian epithets, that ought to be banished from 
honest vocabularies. A Court system that sends men of 
genius to the second table, I hold to be a Snobbish system. 
A society that sets up to be polite, and ignores Arts and 
Letters, I hold to be a Snobbish society. You who 
despise your neighbour, are a Snob ; you who forget 
your own friends, meanly to follow after those of a higher 
degree, are a Snob ; you who are ashamed of your 
poverty, and blush for your calling, are a Snob ; as are 
you who boast of your pedigree, or are proud of your 
wealth. 

To laugh at such is Mr. Punches business. May he 
laugh honestly, hit no foul blow, and tell the truth when 
at his very broadest grin — never forgetting that if Fun 
is good. Truth is stiU better, and Love best of all. 
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JANUARY 

THE ANNOUNCEMBNT 

On the ist of January 1838, I was the master of K 
lovely shop in the neighbourhood of Oxford Market ; 
of a wife, Mrs. Cox ; of a business, both in the shaving 
and cutting line, established three* and-thirty years; of 
a girl and boy respectively of the ages of eighteen and 
thirteen ; of a three-windowed front, both to my iirtc 
241 
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and second pair ; of a ^oung foreman, my present 
partner, Mr. OrUndo Crump ; and of that celebrated 
mixture for the human hair, invented by my late uncle, 
and called Cox's Bohemian Balsam of Tokay, sold in 
potsat two-and-three and three-and-nine. The balsam, 
the lodgings, and the old-established cutting and shaving 
business brought me in a pretty genteel income. I had 
my girl, Jemimarann, at Hackney, to school ; my dear 
boy Tuggeridge, plaited hair beautifully ; my wife at 
the counter (behind the tray of patent soaps, Sec.) cut 
as handsome a figure as possible ; and it was my hope 
that Orlando and my girl, who were mighty soft upon 
one another, would one day be joined together in 
Hyming, and, conjointly with my son Tug, carry on 
the business of bairdressers when their lather was either 
dead, or a gentleman : for a gentleman me and Mrs. C. 
determined I should be. 

Jemima was, you see, a lady herself, and of very high 
connections : though her own family had met with 
crosses and was rather low. Mr. Tuggeridge, her father, 
kept the famous tripe-shop near the ' Pigtail and Sparrow,' 
in the Whitechapel Road ; from which place I married 
hci -, being myself very fond of the article, and especially 
when she served it to me — the dear thing I 

Jemima's father was not successful in business : and I 
marrieil her, I am proud to confess it, without a shilling. 
I had my hands, my house, and my Bohemian Balsam 
to support her ! — and we had hopes from her uncle, a 
mighty rich East India merchant, who, having left this 
country sixty years ago as a cabin-boy, had arrived to be 
the head of a great house in India, and was worth 
millions, we were told. 

Three yeare after Jemimarann's birth (and two after 
the death of my lamented father-in-law), Tuggeridge 
(head of the great house of Budgurow & Co.) retired 
from the management of it ; banded over his shares to 
his son, Mr. John Tuggeridge, and came to live in 
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England, at Portland Place and Tuggeridgeville, Surrey, 
and enjoy himselfi Soon after, my wife took her 
daughter in her hand and went, as in duty bound, to 
visit her uncle : but whether it was that he was proud 
and surly, or she somewhat sharp in her way (the dear 
girl fears nobody, let me have you to know), a desperate 
quarrel took place between them ; and from that day to 
the day of his death, he never set eyes on her. All that 
he would condescend to do, was to take a few dozen of 
lavender-water from us in the course of the year, and to 
send his servants to be cut and shaved by us. All the 
neighbours laughed at this poor ending of our expecta- 
tions, for Jemmy had bragged not a little ; however, we 
did not care, for the connection was always a good one, 
and we served Mr. Hock, the valet ; Mr. Bar, the coach- 
man ; and Mrs« Breadbasket, the housekeeper, willingly 
enough. I used to powder the footman, too, on great 
dayS) but never in my life saw old Tu8;geridge, except 
once : when he said, ^ Oh, the barber r tossed up his 
nose, and passed on. 

One day — one iamous day last January — ^all our 
Market was thrown into a high state of excitement by 
the appearance of no less than three vehicles at our 
establishment. As me, Jemmy^ my daughter. Tug, and 
Orlando, were sitting in the back-parlour over our 
dinner (it being Christmas-^time, Mr. Crump had treated 
the ladies to a bottle of port, and was longing that there 
should be a mistletoe-bough : at which proposal my little 
Jemimarann looked as red as a glass of negus) : — we had 
just, I say, finished the port, when, all of a sudden, Tug 
bellows out, * La, Pa, here's Uncle Tuggeridge's house- 
keeper in a cab I ' 

And Mrs. Breadbasket it was, sure enough — Mrs. 
Breadbasket in deep mourning, who made her way, 
bowing and looking very sad, into the back shop. My 
wife, who respected Mrs. B. more than anything else in 
the world, set her a chair, offered her a glass of wine. 
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and vowed it was very kind of her to come. * La, mem,* 
says Mrs. B^ * I'm sure I'd do anything to serve your 
family, for the sake of that poor dear Tuck-Tuck-tug- 
guggeridee, that's gone.' 

* That s what ? ' cries my wife. 

^ What, gone ? ' cried Jemimarann, bursting out crying 
(as little girls will about anything or nothing); and 
Orlando looking very rueful, and ready to cry too. 

' Yes, gaw ' Just as she was at this very * gaw,' 

Tug roars out, *La, Pa ! here's Mr. Bar, Uncle Tug's 
coachman 1 ' 

It was Mr. Bar. When she saw him, Mrs. Bread- 
basket stepped suddenly back into the parlour with my 
ladies. ^ What is it, Mr. Bar ? ' says I ; and as quick as 
thought, I had the towel under his chin, Mr. Bar in the 
chair, and the whole of his face in a beautiful foam of 
lather. Mr. Bar made some resistance. 'Don't think 
of it, Mr. Cox,' says he ; * don't trouble yourself, sir.' 
But I lathered away, and never minded. ' And what's 
this melancholy event, sir,' says I, 'that has spread 
desolation in your family's bosoms ? I can feel for your 
loss, sir — I can feel for your loss.' 

I said so out of politeness, because I served the family, 
not because Tuggeridge was my uncle — ^no, as such I 
disown him. 

Mr. Bar was just about to speak. ' Yes, sir,' sajrs he, 

*my master's gaw ' when at that 'gaw,' in walks 

Mr. Hock, the own man ! — the finest gentleman I ever 
saw. 

* What, you here, Mr. Bar ! ' says he. 

' Yes, I am, sir ; and haven't I a right, sir ? ' 

*A mighty wet day, sir,' says 1 to Mr. Hock — 

steppin? up and making my bow. ' A sad circumstance 

too, sir! And is it a turn of the tongs that you want 

to-day, sir ? Ho, there, Mr. Crump ! ' 

< Turn, Mr. Crump, if you please, sir,' said Mr. Hock, 

making a bow ; * but from you, sir, never — ^no, nevcr^ 
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split me ! — and I wonder how some fellows can have the 
insolence to allow their masters to shave them ! ' With 
this Mr. Hock flung himself down to be curled : Mr. 
Bar suddenly opened his mouth in order to reply ; but 
seeing there was a tiff between the gentlemen, and 
wanting to prevent a quarrel, I rammed the Advertiser 
into Mr. Hock's hands, and just popped my shaving- 
brush into Mr. Bar's mouth — a capital way to stop angry 
answers. 

Mr. Bar had hardly been in the chair one second, 
when whirr comes a hackney-coach to the door, from 
which springs a gentleman in a black coat with a bag. 

* What, you here ! ' says the gentleman. I could not 
help smiling, for it seemed that everybody was to begin 
by saying, * What,ytf« here ! ' * Your name is Cox, sir ? ' 
says he ; smiling, too, as the very pattern of mine. 
'My name, sir, is Sharpus, — Blunt, Hone, & Sharpus, 
Middle Temple Lane, — and I am proud to salute you, sir ; 
happy, — that is to say, sorry to say, that Mr. Tuggeridgc, 
of Portland Place, is dead, and your lady is heiress, in 
consequence, to one of the handsomest properties in the 
kingdom.' 

At this I started, and might have sunk to the ground, 
but for my hold of Mr. Bar's nose ; Orlando seemed 
petrified to stone, with his irons fixed to Mr. Hock's 
head ; our respective patients gave a wince out : — Mrs. 
C, Jemimarann, and Tug rushed from the back shop, 
and we formed a splendid tableau such as the great 
Cruikshank might have depicted. 

* And Mr. John Tuggeridgc, sir ? ' says I. 

< Why — ^hee, hee, hee ! ' says Mr. Sharpus. * Surely 
you know that he was only the — hee, hee, hee ! — the 
natural son 1 ' 

You now can understand why the servants from 
Portland Place had been so eager to come to us. One 
of the l^usemaids heard Mr. Sharpus say there was 
no will) and that my wife was heir to the property, and 
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not Mr. John Tuggeridge : this she told in the house- 
keeper's room ; and off, as soon as they heard it, the 
whole party set, in order to be the first to bear the 
news. 

We kept them, every one, in their old places ; for, 
though my wife would have sent them about their 
business, my dear Jemimarann just hinted, 'Mamma, 
you know they have been used to great houses, and we 
have not ; had we not better keep them for a little ? ' — 
Keep them, then, we did, to show us how to be gentle- 
folks. 

I handed over the business to Mr. Crump without a 
single farthing of premium, though Jemmy would have 
made me take four hundred pounds for it ; but this I 
was above : Crump had served me faithfully, and have 
the shop he should. 



FEBRUARY 

FIRST ROUT 

We were speedily installed in our fine house : but what's 
a house without friends i Jemmy made me cut all my 
old acquaintances in the Market, and I was a solitary 
being ; when, luckily, an old acquaintance of ours. 
Captain Tagrag, was so kind as to promise to introduce 
us into distinguished society. Tagrag was the son of a 
baronet, and had done us the honour of lodging with us 
for two years ; when we lost sight of him, and of his 
little account, too, by the way. A fortnight after, 
hearing of our good fortune, he was among us again , 
however ; and Jemmy was not a little glad to see him, 
knowing him to be a baronet's son, and very fond of our 
Jemimarann. Indeed, Orlando (who is as brave as a lion) 
had on one occasion absolutely beaten Mr. Tagrag for 



FIRST ROUT 247 

being rude to the poor girl : a clear proof, as Tagrag 
said afterwards, that he was always fond of her. 

Mr. Crump, poor fellow, was not very much pleased 
by our good fortune, though he did ail he could to try 
at first ; and I told him to come and take his dinner 
regular, as if nothing had happened. But to this 
Jemima very soon put a stop, for she came very justly to 
know her stature, and to look down on Crump, which 
she bid her daughter to do ; and after a great scene, in 
which Orlando showed himself very rude and angry, he 
was forbidden the house — for ever ! 

So much for poor Crump. The Captain was now all 
in all with us. * You see, sir/ our Jemmy would say, 
* we shall have our town and country mansion, and a 
hundred and thirty thousand pounds in the funds, to leave 
between our two children ; and, with such prospects, 
they ought surely to have the first society of England.' 
To this Tagrag agreed, and promised to bring us 
acquainted with the very pink of the fashion ; ay, and 
what's more, did. 

First, he made my wife get an opera-box, and give 
suppers on Tuesdays and Saturdays. As for me, he made 
me ride in the Park : me and Jemimarann, with two 
grooms behind us, who used to laugh all the way, and 
whose very beards I had shaved. As for little Tug, he 
was sent straight off to the most fashionable school in the 
kingdom, the Reverend Dr. Pigney's, at Richmond. 

Well, the horses, the suppers, the opera-box, the 
paragraphs in the papers about Mr. Coxe Coxe (that's the 
way : double your name and stick an ^ e ' to the end of it, 
and you are a gentleman at once), had an efiect in a 
wonderfully short space of time, and we began to get a 
very pretty society about us. Some of old Tug's friends 
swore they would do anything for the family, and 
brought their wives and daughters to see dear Mrs. Coxe 
and her charming girl ; and when, about the first week 
in February, we announced a grand dinner and ball for 
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the evening of the twenty-eighth, I assure you there was 
no want of company ; no, nor of titles neither ; and it 
always does my heart good even to hear one mentioned. 

Let me see. There was, first, my Lord Dunboozle, 
an Irish peer, and his seven sons, the Honourable 
Messieurs Trumper (two only to dinner) ; there was 
Count Mace, the celebrated French nobleman, and his 
Excellency Baron von Punter from Baden ; there was 
Lady Blanche Bluenose, the eminent literati, author of 
' The Distrusted/ * The Distorted/ ' The Disgusted/ 
^ The Disreputable One/ and other poems ; there was 
the Dowager Lady Max and her daughter, the Honour- 
able Miss Adelaide Blueruin ; Sir Charles Codshead, 
from the City ; and Field-Marshal Sir Gorman 
O'Gallagher, K.A., K.B., K.C., K.W., K.X., in the 
service of the Republic of Guatemala ; my friend Tagrag 
and his fashionable acquaintance, little Tom Tufthunt, 
made up the party. And when the doors were flung 
open, and Mr. Hock, in black, with a white napkin, 
three footmen, coachman, and a lad whom Mrs. C. had 
dressed in sugar-loaf buttons and called a page, were 
seen round the dinner-table, all in white gloves, I 
promise you I felt a thrill of elation, and thought to 
myself — Sam Cox, Sam Cox, who ever would have 
expected to see you here. 

After dinner, there was to be, as I said, an evening 
party ; and to this Messieurs Tagrag and Tufthunt had 
invited many of the principal nobility that our metropolis 
had produced. When I mention, among the company 
to tea, her Grace the Duchess of Zero, her son the 
Marquis of Fitzurse, and the Ladies North Pole her 
daughters ; when I say that there were yet othersy whose 
names may be found in the Blue Book, but shan't, out of 
modesty, be mentioned here, I think I've said enough to 
show that, in our time. No. 96 Portland Place was the 
resort of the best of company. 

It was our first dinner, and dressed by our new cook, 
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Munseer Cordongblew. I bore it very well ; eating, 
for my share, a filly dysol allamater dotell, a cutlet 
soubeast, a pully bashymall, and other French dishes : 
and, for the frisky sweet wine, with tin tops to the bottles, 
called Champang, I must say that me and Mrs. Coxe- 
Tuggeridge Coxe drank a very good share of it (but the 
Claret and Jonnysberger, being sour, we did not much 
relish). However, the feed, as I say, went off very well : 
Lady Blanche Bluenose sitting next to me, and being so 
good as to put me down for six copies of all her poems ; 
the Count and Baron von Punter engaging Temimarann 
for several waltzes, and the Field-Marshal plying my 
dear Jemmy with Champang, until, bless her ! her dear 
nose became as red as her new crimson satin gown, 
which, with a blue turban and bird-of-paradise feathers, 
made her look like an empress, I warrant. 

Well, dinner past, Mrs. C. and the ladies went off :— 
thunder-under-under came the knocks at the door; 
squeedle-eedle-eedle, Mr. Wippert's fiddlers began to 
strike up ; and, about half-past eleven, me and the gents 
thought it high time to make bur appearance. I felt a 
Bale squeamish at the thought of meeting a couple of 
hundred great people ; but Count Mace and Sir Gorman 
O'Gallagher taking each an arm, we reached, at last, the 
drawing-room. 

The young ones in company were dancing, and the 
Duchess and the great ladies were all seated, talking to 
themselves very stately, and working away at the ices 
and macaroons. I looked out for my pretty Jemimarann 
amongst the dancers, and saw her tearing round the room 
along with Baron Punter, in what they call a gallypard ; 
then I peeped into the circle of the Duchesses, where, 
in course, I expected to find Mrs. C. ; but she wasn't 
there ! She was seated at the further end of the room, 
looking very sulky; and I went up and took her arm, and 
brought her down to the place where the Duchesses 
were. * Oh, not there ! ' said Jemmy, trying to break 
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away. ' Nonsense, my dear/ says I : ^ you are missis, 
and this is your place.' Then going up to her Lady- 
ship the Duchess, says I, ' Me and my missis are most 
proud of the honour of seeing of you.' 

The Duchess (a tall red-haired grenadier of a woman) 
did not speak. 

I went on : * The young ones are all at it, ma'am, 
you see; and so we thought we would come and sit 
down among the old ones. You and I, ma'am, I think, 
are too stiff to dance.' 

^ Sir I ' savs her Grace. 

* Ma'am, says I, ^ don't you know me ? My name's 
Cox. Nobody's introduced me j but dash it ; it's my 
own house, and I may present myself — so give us your 
hand, ma'am. 

And I shook hers in the kindest way in the world : 
but — would you believe it ? — the old cat screamed as if 
my hand had been a hot 'tater. * Fitzurse ! Fitzurse 1 ' 
shouted she, ^ help I help I ' Up scuffled all the other 
Dowagers — in rushed the dancers. 

^ Mamma 1 Mamma I ' squeaked Lady Julia North 
Pole. ^ Lead me to my mother,' howled Lady Aurorer : 
and both came up and flung themselves into her arms. 
^ Wawt's the raw ? ' said Lord Fitzurse, sauntering up 
quite stately. 

' Protect me from the insults of this man,' says her 
Grace. ^ Where's Tufthunt i he promised that not a 
soul in this house should speak to me.' 

^ My dear Duchess,' said Tufthunt, very meek. 

^ Don't Duchess m^, sir. Did you not promise they 
should not speak, and hasn't that horrid tipsy wretch 
offered to embrace me ? Didn't his monstrous wife 
sicken me with her odious familiarities? Call my 
people, Tufthunt ! Follow me, my children ! ' 

* And my carriage ! ' ' And mine ! ' * And mine ! ' 
shouted twenty more voices. And down they all 
trooped to the hall : Lady Blanche Bluenose and Lady 
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Max among the very first ; leaving only the Fields- 
Marshal and one or two men, who roared with laughter 
ready to split. 

^ O Sam/ said my wife, sobbing, * why would you take 
me back to them ? they had sent me away before ! I 
only asked the Duchess whether she didn't like rum- 
shrub better than all your Maxarinos and Curasosos ; and 
— w^ould you believe it? — all the company burst out 
laughing ; and the Duchess told me just to keep off, 
and not to speak till I was spoken to. Imperence ! I'd 
like to tear her eyes out.' 

And so I do believe my dearest Jemmy would. 



MARCH 

A DAY WITH THB SURREY HOUNDS 

Our ball had failed so completely that Jemmy, who was 
bent still upon fashion, caught eagerly at Tagrag's 
suggestion, and went down to Tuggeridgeville. If we 
had a difficulty to find friends in town, here there was 
none : for . the whole county came about us, ate our 
dinners and suppers, danced at our balls — ^ay, and spoke 
to us too. We were great people in fact : I a regular 
country gentleman ; and as such Jemmy insisted that I 
should be a sportsman, and join the county hunt. 
*But,' says I, * my love, I can't ride.' * Pooh ! Mr C.,' 
said she, ^ you're always making difficulties : you thought 
you couldn't dance a quadrille ; you thought you 
couldn't dine at seven o'clock ; you thought you couldn't 
lie ia bed after six ; and haven t you done every one of 
these things ? You must and you shall ride ! ' And 
when my Jemmy said * must and shall,' I knew very well 
there was nothing for it : so I sent down fifty guineas to 
the hunt, and, out of compliment to me, the very next 
week, I received notice that the meet of the hounds 
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would take place at Squashtail Common, just outsitle my 
lodge-gates. 

I didn't know what a meet was ; and me and Mrs. C. 
agreed that it was most protiable the dogs were to be fed 
there. However, Tagrag explained this matter to us, 
and very kindly promised to sell me a horse, a delightful 
animal of his own ; which, being desperately pressed for 
money, he would let me have for a hundrea guineas, he 
himself having given a hundred and fifty for it. 

Well, the Thursday came : the hounds met on Squash- 
tail Common ; Mrs. C. turned out in her barouche to 
see us throw off; and, being helped up on my chestnut 
horse, Trumpeter, by Tagrag and my head groom, I 
came presently round to join them. 

Tag mounted his own horse ; and, as we walked 
down the avenue, 'I thought,' he said, 'you told mc 
you knew how to ride ; and that you had ridden once 
fifty miles on a stretch I ' 

* And so I did,' says I, ^ to Cambridge, and on the bos 
too.' 

^ On the box ! ' says he ; * but did you ever mount a 
horse before ? * 

* Never,' says I, * but I find it mighty easy.' 

* Well,' says he, * you're mighty bold for a barber 
and I like you, Coxe, for your spirit' And so we cami 
out of the gate. 

As for describing the hunt, I own fairly I can't. I'v< 
been at a hunt, but what a hunt is — why the horses toii 
go among the dogs and ride them down — why the mei 
cry out, ^ yooooic ' — ^why the dogs go snuffing about ij 
threes and fours, and the huntsman says, ' Good Towle 
— good Betsy,' and we all of us after him say, ' Gocx 
Towler — good Betsy,* in course : then, after hearing* \ 
yelp here and a howl there, tow, row, yow, yow, yow 
burst out, all of a sudden, from three or four of them, an< 
the chap in a velvet cap screeches out (with a number o 
oaths I shan't repeat here), * Hark to Ringwood ! ' an< 
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then, ' There he goes ! ' says some one ; and all of a 
sudden, helter skelter, skurry hurry, slap bang, whoop- 
ing, screeching and hurraing, blue-coats and red*coats, 
bays and greys, horses, dogs, donkeys, butchers, baro- 
knights, dustmen, and blackguard boys, go tearing all 
together over the common after two or three of the 
pack that yowl loudes. tWhy all this is, I can't say ; 
but it all took place the second Thursday of last March, 
in my presence. 

Up to this, I'd kept my seat as well as the best, for 
we'd only been trotting gently about the field until the 
dogs found ; and I managed to stick on very well ; but 
directly the towrowing began, off went Trumpeter like 
a thunderbolt, and I found myself playing among the 
dogs like the donkey among the chickens. ^ Back, Mr. 
Coxe,' holloas the huntsman ; and so I pulled very hard, 
and cried out, ^ Wo 1 ' but he wouldn't ; and on I went 
galloping for the dear life. How I kept on is a wonder ; 
but I squeezed my knees in very tight, and shoved my 
feet very hard into the stirrups, and kept stiff hold of the 
scruff* of Trumpeter's neck, and looked betwixt his ears 
as well as ever I could, and trusted to luck : for I was in 
a mortal fright sure enough, as many a better man 
would be in such a case, let alone a poor hairdresser. 

As for the hounds, after my first riding in among them, 
I tell you honestly, I never saw so much as the tip of one 
of their tails ; nothing in this world did I see except 
Trumpeter's dun-coloured mane, and that I gripped 
finn : riding, by the blessing of luck, safe through the 
walking, the trotting, the ^loping, and never so much 
as getrli«g a tumble. 

There was a chap at Croydon very well known as the 
* Spicy Dustman,' who, when he coidd get no horse to 
ride to the hounds, turned regularly out on his donkey ; 
and on this occasion made one of us. He generally 
managed to keep up with the dogs by trotting quietly 
through the cross-roads, and knowing the country well. 

R 
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Welly having a good guess where the hounds woidd find, 
and the line that sly Reynolds (as they call the fox) would 
take, the Spicy Dustman turned his animal down the 
lane from Squashtail to Cutshins Common ; across which, 
sure enough, came the whole hunt. There's a small 
hedge and a remarkably fine ditch here : some of the 
leading chaps took both, in gallant style ; others went 
round by a gate, and so would I, only I couldn't ; for 
Trumpeter would have the hedge, and be hanged to him, 
and went right for it. 

Hoop 1 if ever you did try a leap ! Out go your legs, 
out fling your arms, o£F goes your hat ; and the next 
thing you feel — that is, / did — is a most tremendow 
thwack across the chest, and my feet jerked out of th< 
stirrups : me left in the branches of a tree ; Trumpetei 
gone clean from under me, and walloping and flounderin; 
in the ditch underneath. One of the stirrup-leathers hat 
caught in a stake, and the horse couldn't get away : an< 
neither of us, I thought, ever would have got away : bu 
all of a sudden, who should come up the lane but th 
Spicy Dustman ! 

* Holloa ! ' says I, * you gent, just let us down fror 
this here tree ! ' 

* Lor' 1 ' says he, ' I'm blest if I didn't take you for 
robin.' 

^ Let's down,' says I ; but he was all the time employe 
in disengaging Trumpeter, whom he got out of tli 
ditch, trembling and as quiet as possible. ^ Let's down 
says I. ^Presently,' says he; and taking o£F his coa 
he begins whistling and swishing down Trumpeter's sid 
and saddle; and when he had finished, what do yc 
think the rascal did? — he just quietly moimted c 
Trumpeter's back, and shouts out, * Git down yoursel 
old Bearsgrease ; you've only to drop ! 77/ give your 'o 
a hairing arter them 'ounds ; and you — vy, you may ri< 
back my pony to Tuggeridgeweal ! ' And with this I'l 
blest if he didn't ride away, leaving me holding, as f< 



A DAY WITH THE SURREY HOUNDS 255 

the dear life, and expecting every minute the branch 
would break. 

It did break too, and down I came into the slush ; 
and when I got out of it, I can tell you I didn't look 
much like the Venuses or the ApoUor Belvidearis what 
I used to dress and titivate up for my shop window 
when I was in the hairdressing line, or smell quite so 
elegant as our rose-oil. Faugh; what a figure I 
was! 

I had nothing for it but to mount the dustman's 
donkey (which was very quietly cropping grass in the 
hedge), and to make my way home ; and after a weary 
weary journey, I arrived at my own gate, 

A whole party was assembled there. Tagrag, who 
had come back ; their Excellencies Mace and runter, 
who were on a visit ; and a number of horses walking up 
and down before the whole of the gentlemen of the hunt, 
who had come in after losing their fox ! ^ Here's Squire 
Coxe ! ' shouted the grooms. Out rushed the servants, 
out poured the gents of the hunt, and on trotted poor me, 
digging into the donkey, and everybody dying with 
laughter at me. 

Just as I got up to the door, a horse came galloping 
up, and passed me ; a man jumped down, and taking 
oS 2L iantail hat, came up, very gravely, to help me 
down. 

^Squire,' says he, ^how came you by that there 
hanimal ? Jist git down, will you, and give it to its 
howner ? ' 

^ Rascal ! ' says I, ^ didn't you ride oS on my 
horse ? ' 

* Was there ever sich ingratitude ? * says the Spicy. 
'I found this year 'oss in a pond, I saves him from 
drowning, I brings him back to his master, and he calls 
me a rascal ! ' 

The grooms, the gents, the ladies in the balcony, my 
own servants, all set up a roar at this ; and so would I, 



2S6 COX'S DIARY 

only I was so cleucedly ashamed, as not to be able to 
laugh Just then. 

And so my first day's hunting ended. Tagrag and the 
rest declared I showed great pluck, and wanted me to try 
again : but * No/ says I, * I have been.' 



APRIL 

THE FINISHING TOUCH 

I WAS always fond of billiards ; and, in former days, at 
Grogram's in Greek Street, where a few jolly lads of my 
acquaintance used to meet twice a week for a game, and 
a snug pipe and beer, I was generally voted the first man 
of the club ; and could take five from John the marker 
himself. I had a genius, in fact, for the game ; and now 
that I was placed in that station of life where I could 
cultivate my talents, I gave them full play, and improved 
, amazingly. I do say that I think myself as good a hand 
as any chap in England. 

The Count and his Excellency Baron von Punter 
were, I can tell you, astonished by the smartness of my 
play : the first two or three rubbers Punter beat me, but 
when I came to know his game, I used to knock him all 
to sticks ; or, at least, win six games to his four ; and 
such was the betting upon me ; his Excellency losing 
large sums to the Count, who knew what play was, and 
used to back me. I did not play except for shillings, so 
my skill was of no great service to me. 

One day I entered the billiard-room where these three 
gentlemen were high in words. ^ The thing shall not be 
done,' I heard Captain Tagrag say ; * I won't stand it.' 

* Vat, begause you would have de bird all to yourzelf, 
hey ? * said the Baron. 

' You sail not have a single fezare of him, begar,' said 
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the Count : * ve vill blow you, Monsieur dc Taguerague ; 
parole ^honneur^ ve vill.' 

* What's all this, gents,' says I, stepping in, ^ about 
birds and feathers ? ' 

* Oh,' says Tagrag, ' we were talking about — about — 
pigeon-shooting ; the Count here says he will blow a 
bird all to pieces at twenty yards, and I said I wouldn't 
stand it, because it was regular murder.' 

* Oh, yase, it was bidgeon-shooting,' cries the Baron : 
* and I know no better short. Have you been bidgeon- 
shooting, my dear Squire ? De fbn is gabidal.' 

* No doubt,' says I, * for the shooters, but mighty bad 
sport for the pigeon? And this joke set them all a- 
laughing ready to die. I didn't know then what a good 
joke it was^ neither ; but I gave Master Baron, that day, 
a precious good beating, and walked off with no less than 
fifteen shillings of his money. 

As a sporting man, and a man of fashion, I need not 
say that I took in the Flare-up regularly ; ay, and wrote 
one or two trifles in that celebrated publication (one of 
my papers, which Tagrag subscribed for me, Philo- 
pestitiaeamicus, on the proper sauce for teal and widgeon 
— ^and the other, signed Scru-tatos, on the best means of 
cultivating the kidney species of that vegetable — made no 
small noise at the time, and got me in the paper a com- 
pliment from the editor). I was a constant reader of the 
Notices to Correspondents, and, my early education 
having been rayther neglected (for I was taken from my 
studies and set, as is the custom in our trade, to practise 
on a sheep's head at the tender age of nine years, before 
I was allowed to venture on the humane countenance), 
— ^I say, being thus curtailed and cut off in my classical 
learning, I must confess I managed to pick up a pretty 
smattering of genteel information from that treasury of 
all sorts of knowledge ; at least sufficient to make me a 
match in learning for all the noblemen and gentlemen 
who came to our house. Well, on looking over the 
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Flare-up Notices to Correspondents, I read, one day last 
April, among the notices, as follows : — 
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Automodon." Wc do not know the precise age of Mr. 
Baker, of Covcnt Garden Theatre ; nor are we aware if that 
celebrated son of Thespis is a married man. 

* " Ducks and Green-peas " is informed, that when A plays 
his rook to B's second Knight's square, and B, moving two 
squares with his Queen's pawn, gives check to his adversary's 
Queen, there is no reason why B's Queen should not take A's 
pawn, if B be so inclined. 

*"F. L. S. " We have repeatedly answered the question 
about Madame Vestris : her maiden name was BartoIoz2d, and 
she married the son of Charles Mathews, the celebrated 
comedian. 

' " Fair Play." The best amateur billiard and ic2xX.i player 
in England is Coxe-Tuggeridge Coxe, Esq., of Portland Place, 
and Tuggeridgeville : Jonathan, who knows his play, can 
only give him two in a game of a hundred ; and, at the cards, 
no man is his superior. Verbum sap. 

Scipio Americanus " is a blockhead.' 
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I read this out to the Count and Tagrag, and both of 
them wondered how the Editor of that tremendous 
Flare-up should get such information ; and both agreed 
that the Baron, who still piqued himself absurdly on his 
play, would be vastly annoyed by seeing me preferred 
thus to himself. We read him the paragraph, and 
preciously angry he was. *Id is,' he cried, 'the tables' 
(or * de dabelsy as he called them), — * de horrid dabels ; 
gom viz me to London, and dry a slate-table, and I vill 
beat you.* We all roared at this ; and the end of the 
dispute was, that, just to satisfy the fellow, I agreed to 
play his Excellency at slate-tables, or any tables he 
chose. 

< Gut,* says he, * gut ; I Hf, you know, at Abedncgo's, 
in de Quadrant ; his dabels is goot ; ve vill May dere, if 
you vill.* And I said I would : and it was agreed that. 
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one Saturday night, when Jemmy was at the Opera, we 
should go to the Baron's rooms, and give him a chance. 

We went, and the little Baron had as fine a supper as 
ever I saw : lots of Champang (and I didn't mind 
drinking it), and plenty of laughing and fun. After- 
w^ards, down we went to billiards. ^ Is dish Misther 
Coxsh, de shelebrated player ? ' says Mr. Abednego, who 
w^as in the room, with one or two gentlemen of his own 
persuasion, and several foreign noblemen, dirty, snuiFy, 
and hairy, as them foreigners are. 'Is dish Misther 
Coxsh ? blesh my hart, it is a honer to see you ; I have 
heard so much of your play.' 

'Come, come,' says I, 'sir' — for I'm pretty wide 
awake — ' none of your gammon ; you're not going to 
hook me! 

' No, begar, dis fish you not catch/ says Count 
Mace. 

' Dat is gut ! — haw I haw 1 ' snorted the Baron. 
' Hook him ! Lieber Himmel^ you might dry and hook 
me as well. Haw ! Haw ! ' 

Well, we went to play. 'Five to four on Coxe,' 
screams out the Count. — ' Done and done,' says another 
nobleman. ' Ponays,' sajrs the Count. — ^ Done,' says 
the nobleman. 'I vill take your six crowns to four,' 
says the Baron. — 'Done,' says I. And, in the twinkling 
of an eye, I beat him ; once making thirteen off the balls 
without stopping. 

We had some more wine after this ; and if you could 
have seen the long faces of the other noblemen, as they 
pulled out their pencils and wrote I.O.U.'s for the 
Count ! ' Va toujours, mon cher,' says he to me, ' you 
have von for me three hundred pounds.' 

' I'll blay you guineas dis time,' says the Baron. 
' Zeven to four you must give me though.' And so I 
did ; and in ten minutes that game was won, and the 
Baron handed over his pounds. 'Two hundred and 
sixty more, my dear dear Coxe,' says the Count $ ' you 
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are mon angi gartUen!* ^ Wot a flat Misther Coxsh is, 
not to back his luck/ I heard Abednego whisper to one 
of the foreign noblemen. 

*rU take your seven to four, in tens,' said I to the 
Baron. ^ Give me three,' says he, ^ and done.' I gave 
him three, and lost the game by one. ' Dobbel or quits,' 
says he. ^ Go it,' says I, up to my mettle : * Sam Coxe 
never says no;' — and to it we went. I went in, and 
scored eighteen to his five. ^ Holy Moshesh ! ' says 
Abednego, ^ dat little Coxsh is a vonder ! who'll take 
odds ? ' 

* I'll give twenty to one,' says I, * in guineas.' 

' Ponays ! yase, done,' screams out the Count. 

^ BanieSj done,' roars out the Baron : and, before I 
could speak, went in, and — would you believe it ? — in 
two minutes he somehow made the game ! 

• ...••• 

Oh, what a figure I cut when my dear Jemmy heard 
of this afterwards ! In vain I swore it was guineas : the 
Count and the Baron swore to ponies ; and when I 
refosed, they both said their honour was concerned, and 
they must have my life, or their money. So when the 
Count showed me actually that, in spite of this bet 
(which had been too good to resist) won from me, he 
had been a very heavy loser by the night ; and brought 
me the word of honour of Abednego, his Jewish friend, 
and the foreign noblemen, that ponies had been betted ; 
— why, I paid them one thousand pounds sterling of good 
and lawfol money. — But I've not played for money since : 
no, no ; catch me at that again if you can. 




No lady is a lady without having a box at the Opera : 
so my Jemmy, who knew as much about music, — bless 
her ! — as I do about Sanscrit, algebra, or any other 
foreign language, took a prime box on the second tier. 
It was what they called a double box ; it really could 
hold two, that is, very comfortably ; and we got it a 
great bargain — for five hundred a year I Here, Tuesdays 
and Saturdays, we used regularly to take our places. 
Jemmy and Jemimarann sitting in front ; me, behind : 
but as my dear wife used to wear a large fantail gauze 
hat with ostrich feathers, birds-of-paradise, artificial 
flowers, and tags of muslin or satin, scattered all over 
it, I'm blest if she didn't fill the whole of the front of 
the box ; and it was only by jumping and dodging, three 
or four times in the course of the night, that I could 
manage to get a sight of the actors. By kneeling down, 
and looking steady under my darling Jemmy's sleeve, Idid 
contrive, every now and then, to have a peep of Senior 
Lablash's boots, in the ^Puritanny,' and once actually 
saw Madame Greasi's crown and head-dress in ^Anny* 
balony.' 

What a place that Opera is, to be sure ! and what 
enjoyments us aristocracy used to have ! Just as you 
have swallowed down your three courses (three curses I 
used to call them ; — for so, indeed, they are, causing a 
great deal of heartburns, headaches, doctor's bills, pills, 
want of sleep, and such like) — ^just, I say, as you get 
down your three courses, which I defy any man to enjoy 
properly unless he has two hours of drink and cjuiet 

a6i 
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afterwards, up comes the carriage, in bursts my Jemmy, 
as fine as a duchess, and scented like our shop. ' Come, 
my dear,* says she, *it*s "Normy" to-night* (or 

* Annybalony,* or the * Nosey di Figaro,* or the 
' Gazzylarder,' as the case may be). *Mr. Coster 
strikes off punctually at eight, and you know it's the 
&shion to be always present at the very first bar of the 
aperture.' And so ofF we are obliged to budge, to be 
miserable for five hours and to have a headache for the 
next twelve, and all because it's the fashion ! 

After the aperture, as they call it, comes the opera, 
which, as I am given to understand, is the Italian for 
singing. Why they should sing in Italian, I can't con- 
ceive ; or why they should do nothing hut sing. Bless 
us I how I used to long for the wooden magpie in the 

* Gazzylarder* to fly up to the top of the church-steeple, 
with the silver spoons, and see the chaps with the pitch- 
forks come in and carry off that wicked Don June. 
Not that I don't admire Lablash, and Rubini, and his 
brother, Tomrubini : him who has that fine bass voice, 
I mean, and acts the Corporal in the first piece, and Don 
June in the second ; but three hours is a little too much, 
for you can't sleep on those little rickety seats in the 
boxes. 

The opera is bad enough ; but what is that to the 
bally ? You should have seen my Jemmy the first night 
when she stopped to see it ; and when Madamsalls Fanny 
and Theresa Hustler came forward, along with a gentle- 
man, to dance, you should have seen how Jemmy stared, 
and our girl blushed, when Madamsall Fanny, coming 
forward, stood on the tips of only five of her toes, and 
raising up the other five, and the foot belonging to them, 
almost to her shoulder, twirled round, and round, and 
round, like a teetotum, for a couple of minutes or more ; 
and as she settled down, at last, on both feet, in a natural 
decent posture, you should have heard how the house 
roared with applause, the boxes clapping with all their 
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might, and waving their handkerchiefs ; the pit shouting 
^ Bravo ! ' Some people, who, I suppose, were rather 
angry at such an exhibition, threw bunches of flowers at 
her ; and what do you think she did i Why, hang me, 
if she did not come forward, as though nothing had 
happened, gather up the things they had thrown at her, 
smile, press them to her heart, and begin whirling round 
again, faster than ever. Talk about coolness, / never 
sai^ such in all my born days. 

' Nasty thing ! ' says Jemmy, starting up in a fury ; * if 
women wW act so, it serves them right to be treated 
so.* 

^ Oh, yes ! she acts beautilFully,' says our friend his 
Excellency, who, along with Baron von Punter and 
Tagrag, used very seldom to miss coming to our box. 

* She may act very beautifully, Munseer, but she don't 
dress so ; and I am very glad they threw that orange- 
peel and all those things at her, and that the people 
waved to her to get oiF.' 

Here his Excellency, and the Baron and Tag, set up 
a roar of laughter. 

* My dear Mrs. Coxe,* says Tag, * those are the most 
famous dancers in the world : and we throw myrtle, 
geraniums, and lilies and roses at them, in token of our 
immense admiration I ' 

* Well, I never ! ' said my wife ; and poor Jemimarann 
slunk behind the curtain, and looked as red as it almost. 
After the one had done, the next began ; but when, all 
of a sudden, a somebody came skipping and bounding in 
like an Indian-rubber ball, flinging itself up, at least six 
feet from the stage, and there shaking about its legs like 
mad, we were more astonished than ever ! 

^ That's Anatole,' says one of the gentlemen. 

^ Anna who ? ' says my wife ; and she might well be 
mistaken : for this person had a hat and feathers, a bare 
neck and arms, great black ringlets, and a little calico 
frock, which came down to the knees. 



264 COX^ DIARY 

^Anatole. You would not think he was sixty-three 
years old ; he's as active as a man of twenty.' 

^He!* shrieked out my wife; <what, is that there 
a man i For shame, Munseer ! Jemimarann, dear, 
get your cloak, and come along; and I'll thank 
you, my dear, to call our people, and let us go 
home.' 

You wouldn't think, after this, that my Jemmy, who 
had shown such a horror at the bally, as they call it, 
should ever grow accustomed to it ; but she liked to hear 
her name shouted out in the crush-room, and so would 
stop till the end of everything ; and, law bless you ! in 
three weeks from that time, she could look at the ballet 
as she would at a dancing-dog in the streets, and woidd 
bring her double-barrelled opera-glass up to her eyes as 
coolly as if she had been a born duchess. As for me, I 
did at Rome as Rome does ; and precious fun it used to 
be, sometimes. 

My friend the Baron insisted one night on my going 
behind the scenes ; where, being a subscriber, he said I 
had what they call my ontray. Behind, then, I went ; 
and such a place you never saw nor heard of ! Fancy 
lots of young and old gents of the fashion crowding 
round and staring at the actresses practising their steps. 
Fancy yellow snuiSy foreigners, chattering always, and 
smelling fearfully of tobacco. Fancy scores of Jews, 
with hooked noses and black muzzles, covered witli 
rings, chains, sham diamonds, and gold waistcoats 
Fancy old men dressed in old nightgowns, with knock- 
knees, and dirty flesh-coloured cotton stockings, and dab: 
of brickdust on their wrinkled old chops, and tow-wig; 
(such wigs !) for the bald ones, and great tin spears ir 
their hands mayhap, or else shepherds' crooks, and fust} 
garlands of flowers made of red and green baize. Fancj 
troops of girls giggling, chattering, pushing to and fro 
amidst old black canvas, Gothic halls, thrones, pasteboarc 
Cupids, dragons, and such like. Such dirt, darkness 
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crowd, confusion, and gabble of all conceivable languages 
was never known ! 

If you could but have seen Munseer Anatole ! Instead 
of looking twenty he looked a thousand ! The old 
man's wig was 0% and a barber was giving it a touch 
with the tongs ; Munseer was taking snu£F himself, and 
a boy was standing by with a pint of beer from the 
public-house at the corner of Charles Street. 

I met with a little accident during the three-quarters 
of an hour which they allow for the entertainment of us 
men of fashion on the stage, before the curtain draws up 
for the bally, while the ladies in the boxes are gaping, 
and the people in the pit are drumming with their feet 
and canes in the rudest manner possible, as though they 
couldn't wait. 

Just at the moment before the little bell rings and the 
curtain flies up, and we scuffle off to the sides (for we 
always stay till the very last moment), I was in the 
middle of the stage, making myself very afiable to the 
fair figgerantys which was spinning and twirling about 
mc, and asking them if they wasn't cold and such like 
politeness, in the most condescending way possible, when 
a bolt was suddenly withdrawn, and down I popped, 
through a trap in the stage, into the place below. 
Luckily, I was stopped by a piece of machinery, consist- 
ing of a heap of green blankets, and a young lady coming 
up as Venus rising from the sea. If I had not fallen so 
soft, I don't know what might have been the consequence 
of the collusion. I never told Mrs. Coxe, for she can't 
bear to hear of my paying the least attention to the fair 
sex. 




Next door to us, in Portland Place, lived the Right 
Honourable the Earl of Kilblazes, of Kilmacrasy Castle, 
county Kildare, and his mother, the Dowager Countess. 
Lady Kilblazes had a daughter. Lady Juliana Matilda 
MacTurk, of the exact age of our dear Jemimarann ; 
and a son, the Honourable Arthur Wellington Anglesey 
Blucher Bulow MacTurk, only ten months older than 
our boy Tug. 

My darling Jemmy is a woman of spirit, and, as 
become her station, made every possible attempt to 
become acquainted with the Dowager Countess of 
Kilblazes, which her Ladyship (because, forsooth, she 
was the daughter of the Minister, and the Prince of 
Wales's great friend, the Earl of Portansherry) thought 
fit to reject. I don't wonder at my Jemmy growing so 
angry with her, and determining, in every way, to put 
her Ladyship down. The Kilblazes' estate is not so 
large as the Tuggeridge property by two thousand a 
year at least ; and so my wife, when our neighbours 
kept only two footmen, was quite authorised in having 
three ; and she made it a point, as soon as ever the 
Kilblazes' carriage-and-pair came round, to have out her 
own carriage-and-four. 

Well, our box was next to theirs at the Opera ; only 
twice as big. Whatever masters went to Lady Juliana, 
came to my Jemimarann ; and what do you think 
Jemmy did ? she got her celebrated governess, Madame 
de Flicflac, away from the Countess, by ofFering a double 

266 
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salary. It was quite a treasure, they said, to have 
Madame Flicflac : she had been (to support her father, 
the Count, when he emigrated) a French dancer at the 
Italian Opera. French dancing, and Italian, therefore, 
we had at once, and in the best style : it is astonishing 
how quick and well 'she used to speak — the French 
especially. 

Master Arthur MacTurk was at the famous school of 
the Reverend Clement Coddler, along with a hundred 
and ten other young fashionables, from the age of three 
to fifteen ; and to this establishment Jemmy sent our 
Xug, adding forty guineas to the hundred and twenty 
paid every year for the boarders. I think I found out 
the dear soul's reason ; for, one day, speaking about the 
school to a mutual acquaintance of ours and the Kilblazes, 
she whispered to him that ' she never would have thought 
of sending her darling boy at the rate which her next* 
door neighbours paid ; their lad, she was sure, must be 
starved : however, poor people, they did the best they 
coutd on their income ! ' 

Coddler's, in fact, was the tip-top school near London : 
he had been tutor to the Duke of Buckminster, who had 
set him up in the school, and, as I tell you, all the 
peerage and respectable commoners came to it. You 
read in the bill (the snopsis, I think Coddler called it), 
after the account of the charges for board, masters, 
extras, &c. — 



'Every young nobleman (or gentleman) is expected to 
bring a knife, fork, spoon, and goblet of silver (to prevent 
breakage), which will not be returned ; a dressing-gown and 
slippers ; toilet-box, pomatum, curling-irons, &c. &c. The 
pupil must on no account be allowed to have more than ten 
guineas of pocket-money, unless his parents particularly 
desire it, or he be above fifteen years of age. Wine will be 
an extra charge ; as are warm, vapour, and douche baths. 
Carriage exercise will be provided at the rate of fifteen 

s 
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guineas per quarter. It is earnestly requested that no young 
nobleman (or gentleman) be allowed to smoke. In a place 
devoted to the cultivation of polite literature^ such an ignoble 
enjoyment were profane. 

' Clement Coddler, M.A., 

* Chaplain and late Tutor to his Grace the 

Duke of Buckminster. 

'Mount Parnassus, Richmond, Surrey.' 

To this establishment our Tug was sent. ^ Recollect, 
my dear,' said his mamma, ^ that you are a Tuggeridge 
by birth, and that I expect you to beat all the boys in 
the school ; especially that Wellington MacTurk, who, 
though he is a lord's son, is nothing to you, who are the 
heir of Tuggeridgeville.' 

Tug was a smart young fellow enough, and could cut 
and curl as well as any young chap of his age : he was 
not a bad hand at a wig either, and could shave, too, very 
prettily ; but that was in the old time, when we were 
not great people ; when he came to be a gentlemas, he 
had to learn Latin and Greek, and had a deal of lost 
time to make up for, on going to school. 

However, we had no fear ; for the Reverend Mr. 
Coddler used to send monthly accounts of his pupil's 
progress, and if Tug was not a wonder of the world, I 
don't know who was. It was — 



General behaviour . 


excellent. 


English .... 


very good. 


French .... 


tr^ bien. 


Latin .... 


optim^. 



And so on : — he possesed all the virtues, and wrote to us 
every month for money. My dear Jemmy and I 
determined to go and see him, after he had been at 
school a quarter ; we went, and were shown by Mr. 
Coddler, one of the meekest smilingest little men I ever 
saw, into the bedrooms and eating«rooms (the dormitaries 
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and refractories he called them), which were all as 
comfortable as comfortable might be. 'It is a holiday 
to-day,' said Mr. Coddler ; and a holiday it seemed to be. 
In the dining-room were half-a-dozen young gentlemen 
playing at cards (*A11 tip-top nobility,' observed Mr. 
Coddler) ; — in the bedrooms there was only one gent : 
he was lying on his bed, reading; novels and smoking 
cigars. ' Extraordinary genius r whispered Coddler. 
* Honourable Tom Fitz-Warter, cousin of Lord 
Byron's ; smokes all day ; and has written the sweetest 
poems you can imagine. Genius, my dear madam, you 
know — genius must have its way,' * Well, upon my 
word,' says Jemmy, ' if that's genius, I had rather that 
Master Tuggeridge-Coxe Tuggeridge remained a dull 
fellow.' 

^Impossible, my dear madam,' said Coddler. 'Mr. 
Tuggeridge-Coxe couUn^t be stupid if he tried.* 

Just then up comes Lord Claude LoUypop, third son 
of the Marquis of Allycompane. We were introduced 
instantly : ' Lord Claude LoUypop, Mr. and Mrs. Coxe.' 
The little lord wagged his head, my wife bowed very 
low, and so did Mr. Coddler ; who, as he saw my Lord 
making for the playground, begged him to show us the 
way. — ' Come along,' says my Lord ; and as he walked 
before us, whistling, we had leisure to remark the 
beautiful holes in his jacket, and elsewhere. 

About twenty young noblemen (and gentlemen) were 
gathered round a pastrycook's shop at the end of the 
green. ' That's the grub-shop,' said my Lord, ' where 
we young gentlemen wot has money buys our wittles, 
and them young gentlemen wot has none, goes tick.' 

Then we passed a poor red-haired usher sitting on a 
bench alone. ' That's Mr. Hicks, the Husher, ma'am,' 
says my Lord. ' We keep him, for he's very useful to 
throw stones at, and he keeps the chaps' coats when 
there's a fight, or a game at cricket. — Well, Hicks, 
how's your mother ? what's the row now ?' * I believe. 
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mj Lord,' said the usher, very meekly, 'there is a V 
pugilistic encounter somewhere on the premises — the y 
Honourable Mr. Mac * "^ 

' Oh ! c$m£ along/ said Lord LoUjrpop, ' come along ; 
this way, ma'am ! Go it, ye cripples ! ' And my Lord 
pulled my dear Jemmy's gown in the kindest and most ] 
familiar way, she trotting on after him, mightily pleased 
to be so taken notice of, and I after her. A little boy 
went running across the green. ' Who is it, Petitoes ?' 
screams my Lord. 'Turk and the barber,' pipes 
Petitoes, and runs to the pastrycook's like mad. ' Turk . 

and the ba ' laughs out my Lord, looking at us. 

' Hurra ! this way, ma'am ! ' And turning round a 
corner, he opened a door into a courtyard, where a 
number of boys were collected, and a great noise of 
shrill voices might be heard. ' Go it, Turk ! ' says one. 
• Go it, barber ! ' sajrs another. < Punch hith Kfe out ! ' 
roars another, whose voice was just cracked, and his 
clothes half a jrard too short for him ! 

Fancy our horror when, on the crowd making way, 
we saw Tug pummelling away at the Honourable 
Master MacTurk I My dear Jemmy, who don't 
understand such things, pounced upon the two at once, 
and, with one hand tearing away Tug, sent him spinning 
back into the arms of his seconds, while, with the other, 
she clawed hold of Master MacTurk's red hair, and, as 
icon as she got her second hand free, banged it about his 
face and ears like a good one. 

* You nasty — wicked — quarrelsome — aristocratic ' 
(each word was a bang) — ^'aristocratic — oh ! oh ! oh I ' 
— Here the words stopped ; for what with the agitation, 
maternal solicitude, and a dreadful kick on the shins 
which^ I am ashamed to say. Master MacTurk 
ildmlrititered, my dear Jemmy could bear it no longer, 
Utid leink fainting away {n my arms. 




Although there was a regular cut between the next- 
door people and us, yet Tug and the honourable Master 
MacTurk kept up their acquaintance over the back- 
garden wall, and in the stables, where they were fighting, 
making friends, and playing tricks from morning to 
night, during the holidays. Indeed, it was from young 
Mac that we first heard of Madame de Flicflac, of whom 
my Jemmy robbed Lady Kilblazes, as I before have 
related* When our friend the Baron first saw Madame, 
a very tender greeting passed between them ; for they 
had, as it appeared, been old friends abroad. ^ Sapristi,' 
said the Baron, in his lingo, ^ que fais-tu ici, Am^naide ? ' 
* Et toi, mon pauvre Chicot,' says she, ' est-ce qu'on t'a 
mis a la retraite i II parait que tu n'es plus G^n^ral chez 

Franco * ' Chut 1 ' says the Baron, putting his 

finger to his lips. 

* What are they saying, my dear ? ' says my wife to 
Jemimarann, who had a pretty knowledge of the language 
by this time. 

' I don't know what " Sapristi " means, mamma ; but 
the Baron asked Madame what she was doing here ; and 
Madame said, '^ And you, Chicot, you are no more a 
General at Franco?" — Have I not translated rightly, 
Madame ? ' 

* Oui, mon chou, ition ange. Yase, my angel, my 
cabbage, quite right. Figure yourself, I have known my 
dear Chicot dis twenty years.' 

^ Chicot is my name of baptism,' says the Baron \ 
^ Baron Chicot de Punter is my name.' 

271 
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*And being a Greneral at Franco/ says Jemmy, 
' means, I suppose, being a French General ? 

* Yes, I vas/ said he,' General Baron de Punter — «W 
a pas^ Amindide ? * 

' Oh, yes ! * said Madame Flicflac, and laughed ; and 
I and Jemmy laughed out of politeness : and a pretty 
laughing matter it was, as you shall hear. 

About this time my Jemmy became one of the Lady 
Patronesses of that admirable institution, ' The Washer- 
womanVOrphans' Home;' Lady de Sudley was the 
great projector of it \ and the manager and chaplain, the 
excellent and Reverend Sidney Slopper. His salary as 
chaplain, and that of Doctor Leitch, the physician (both 
cousins of her Ladyship's), drew away nve hundred 
pounds from the six subscribed to the charity ; and Lady 
de Sudley thought a fete at Beulah Spa, with the aid of 
some of the foreign princes who were in town last year, 
might bring a little more money into its treasury. A 
tender appeal was accordingly drawn up, and published 
in all the papers. 

APPEAL. 
•British Washerwoman' s-Orphans' Home. 

'The •' Washcrwoman's-Orphans' Home" has now been 
established seven years : and the good which it has effected 
is, it may be confidently stated, incalculable* Ninety-eight 
orphan children of Washerwomen have been lodged within 
its walls. One hundred and two British Washerwomen have 
been relieved when in the last stage of decay. One hundred 
AND ninety-eight THOUSAND articles of male and female dress 
have been washed, mended, buttoned, ironed, and mangled, 
in the Establishment. And, by an arrangement with the 
governors of the Foundling, it is hoped that the Baby-linen 
OF that Hospital will be confided to the British Washer- 
woman's Home 1 

'With such prospects before it, is it not lad, is it not 
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lamentable to think that the Patronesses of the Society have 
been compelled to reject the applications of no less than 

THREE THOUSAND EIGHT HUNDRED AND ONE BRITISH WASHER- 
WOMEN, from lack of means for their support ? Ladies of 
England ! Mothers of England ! to you we appeal. Is there 
one of you that will not respond to the cry in behalf of these 
deserving members of our sex ? 

* It has been determined by the Ladies-Patronesses to give 
z.fete at Beulah Spa, on Thursday, July 25 ; which will be 
graced with the first foreign and native talent ; by the first 
foreign and native rank ; and where they beg for the attend- 
ance of every Washerwoman's friend.' 

Her Highness the Princess of Schloppenzollernschwig- 
maringen, the Duke of Sacks-Tubbingen, His 
Excellency Baron StrumpiF, His Excellency Lootf-Allee- 
Koolee - Bismillah - Mohamed - Rusheed - Allah, the 
Persian Ambassador, Prince Futtee-Jaw, Envoy from the 
King of Oude, his Excellency Don Alonzo di Cachachero- 
y - Fandango - y - Castanete, the Spanish Ambassador, 
Count Ravioli, from Milan, the Envoy of the Republic 
of Topinambo, and a host of other fashionables promised 
to honour the festival : and their names made a famous 
show in the bills. Besides these we had the celebrated 
band of Moscow-musiks, the seventy-seven Transylvanian 
trumpeters, and the famous Bohemian Minnesingers; 
with all the leading artists of London, Paris, the 
Continent, and the rest of Europe. 

I leave you to fancy what a splendid triumph for the 
British Washerwoman's Home was to come off on that 
day. A beautiful tent was erected, in which the Ladies- 
Patronesses were to meet : it was hung round with 
specimens of the skill of the Washerwomen's orphans j 
ninety-six of whom were to be feasted in the gardens, 
and waited on by the Ladies-Patronesses. 

Well, Jemmy and my daughter, Madame de Flicflac, 
myself, the Count, Baron Punter, Tug, and Tagrag, 
all went down in the chariot and barouche-and-four. 
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quite edipsiiig poor hmij Kilblazes and her carriage- 
mnd-two. 

There was a fine cold coUation, to which the friends 
of the Ladies- Patronesses were admitted; after which 
mj ladies and their beaux went strolling through the 
walks ; Tagrag and the Count having each an arm of 
Jemmj ; the Baron giving an arm apiece to Madame and 
Jemimarann. Whilst they were walking, whom should 
thej light upon but poor Orlando Crump, my successor 
in the perfumery and haircutting. 

' Orlando I ' says Jemimarann, blushing as red as a label, 
and holding out her hand. 

^ Jemimar ! ' says he, holding out his, and turning as 
white as pomatum. 

* Sir / ' says Jemmy, as stately as a duchess. 

* What I madam,' sajrs poor Crump, ' don't you re- 
member your shopboy ? ' 

* Dearest mamma, don't you recollect Orlando ? ' 
whimpers Jemimarann, whose hand he had got hold of. 

' Miss Tuggeridge-Coxe,' says Jemmy, * Pm surprised 
at you. Remember, sir, that our position is altered, and 
oblige me by no more familiarity.' 

* Insolent fellow ! ' says the Baron, ' vat is dis 
canaille ? ' 

* Canal yourself, Mounseer,' says Orlando, now grown 
quite furious : he broke away, quite indignant, and was 
soon lost in the crowd. Jemimarann, as soon as he was 
gone, began to look very pale and ill ; and her mamma, 
therefore, took her to a tent, where she left her along 
with Madame Flicflac and the Baron ; going ofF herself 
with the other gentlemen, in order to join us. 

It appears they had not been seated very long, when 

Madame Flicflac suddenly sprang up, with an exclamation 

o^ joy, and rushed forward to a friend whom she saw 
pass. 

The Baron was left alone with Jemimarann ; and, 
whether it was the champagne, or that my dear girl 
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looked more than commonly pretty, I don't know ; but 
Madame Flicflac had not been gone a minute, when the 
Baron dropped on his knees^ and made her a regular 
declaration. 

Poor Orlando Crump had found me out by this time, 
and was standing by my side, listening, as melancholy as 
possible, to the famous Bohemian Minnesingers, who 
iwrerc singing the celebrated words of the poet Gothy : — 

* Ich bin ya hupp lily lee, du bist ya hupp lily lee, 
Wir sind doch hupp lily lee, hupp la lily lee. 
Chorus, — Yodle-odle-odlc-odle-odle-odle hupp ! 
yodle-odle-aw-0-0-0 ! ' 

They were standing with their hands in their waistcoats, 
as usual, and had just come to the ^ 0-0-0/ at the end of 
the chorus of the forty-seventh stanza, when Orlando 
started: * That's a scream!' says he. 'Indeed it is,' 
says I ; * and, but for the fashion of the thing, a very ugly 
scream too : ' when I heard another shrill ' Oh ! ' as I 
thought J and Orlando bolted ofF, crying, ' By heavens, 
it's her voice ! ' * Whose voice ? ' says I. ' Come and 
see the row,' says Tag. And off we went, with a con- 
siderable number of people, who saw this strange move 
on his part. 

We came to the tent, and there we found my poor 
Jemimarann fainting ; her mamma holding a smelling- 
bottle ; the Baron on the ground, holding a handkerchief 
to his bleeding nose ; and Orlando squaring at him, and 
calling on him to fight if he dared. 

My Jemmy looked at Crump very fierce. * Take that 
feller away,' says she ; * he has insulted a French noble- 
man, and deserves transportation, at the least.' 

Poor Orlando was carried off. * I've no patience with 
the little minx,' says Jemmy, giving Jemimarann a pinch. 
' She might be a Baron's lady ; and she screams out 
because his Excellency did but squeeze her hand/ • 
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* Oh, mamma I mamma ! ' sobs poor Jemimarann, 
* but he was t-t-tipsy.' 

' T-t-tipsy ! and the more shame for you, you hussy, 
to be ofiended with a nobleman who does not know what 
he is doing.' 



AUGUST 

A TOURNAMENT 

'I SAY, Tug,* said MacTurk, one day soon after our 
flare-up at Beulah, ^ Kilblazes comes of age in October, 
and then we'll cut you out, as I told you : the old 
barberess will die of spite when she hears what we are 
going to do. What do you think ? we're going to have 
a tournament ! ' * What's a tournament ? ' says Tug, 
and so said his mamma when she heard the news ; and 
when she knew what a tournament was, I think, really, 
she was as angry as MacTurk said she would be, and 
gave us no peace for days together. * What ! ' says she, 
^ dress up in armour, like plav-actors, and run at each 
other with spears ? The Kilblazes must be mad ! ' And 
so I thought, but I didn't think the Tuggeridges would 
be mad too, as they were : for, when Jemmy heard that 
the Kilblazes' festival was to be, as yet, a profound secret, 
what does she do, but send down to the Morning Post a 
flaming account of 

'the passage of arms at tuggeridgeville ! 

* The days of chivalry are not past. 'The fair Castellane of 
T-gg-r-dgcville, whose splendid entertainments have so often 
been alluded to in this paper, has determined to give one 
which shall exceed in splendour even the magnificence of the 
Middle Ages. We are not at liberty to say more ; but a 
tournament, at which His Ex-l-ncy B-r-n dc P-nt-r and 
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Thomas T-gr-g, Esq., eldest son of Sir Th-s T-gr-g, are to be 
the knights-defendants against all comers ; a Queen of Beauty^ 
of whose loveliness every frequenter of fashion has felt the 
power ; a banquet, unexampled in the annals of Gunter ; and 
a ball, in which the recollections of ancient chivalry will 
blend sweetly with the soft tones of Weippert and Collinet, 
are among the entertainments which the Ladye of T-gg- 
ridgeville has prepared for her distinguished guests.' 

The Baron was the life of the scheme : he longed to 
be on horseback, and in the field at Tuggeridgeville, 
where he, Tagrag, and a number of our friends practised : 
he was the very best tilter present ; he vaulted over his 
horse, and played such wonderful antics, as never were 
done except at Ducrow*s. 

And now — oh that I had twenty pages, instead of this 
short chapter, to describe the wonders of the day 1 — 
twenty-four knights came from Ashley's at two guineas 
a head. We were in hopes to have had Miss Woolford in 
the character of Joan of Arc, but that lady did not 
appear. We had a tent for the challengers, at each side 
of which hung what they called escoachings (like hatch- 
ments, which they put up when people die), and under- 
neath sat their pages, holding their helmets for the 
tournament. Tagrag was in brass-armour (my City 
connections got him that famous suit) ; his Excellency 
in polished steel. My wife wore a coronet, modelled 
exactly after that of Queen Catharine, in ' Henry V. ; ' 
a tight gilt jacket, which set oflF dear Jemmy's figure 
wonderfully, and a train of at least forty feet. Dear 
Jemimarann was in white, her hair braided with pearls. 
Madame de Flicflac appeared as Queen Elizabeth ; and 
Lady Blanche Bluenose as a Turkish Princess. An 
alderman of London and his lady; two magistrates of 
the county, and the very pink of Croydon ; several Polish 
noblemen ; two Italian Counts (besides our Count) ; one 
hundred and ten young officers, from Addiscombe 
College, in full uniform, commanded by Major-General 
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Sir Miles Mulligatawnej, K.C.B., and his lady; the 
Misses Pimminy's Finishing Establishment, and fourteen 
young ladies, all in white; the Reverend Doctor 
wapshot, and forty-nine young gentlemen, of the first 
families, under his charge — were some only of the 
company. I leave you to fancy that, if my Jemmy did 
seek for fashion, she had enough of it on this occasion. 
They wanted me to have mounted again, but my hunting 
day had been sufficient ; besides, I ain't big enough for a 
real knight : so, as Mrs. Coxe insisted on my opening 
the Tournament — and I knew it was in vain to resist 
— the Baron and Tagrag had undertaken to arrange so 
that I might come off with safety, if I came off at all. 
They had prociu'ed from the Strand Theatre a famous 
stud of hobby-horses, which they told me had been 
trained for the use of the great Lord Bateman. I did 
not know exactly what they were till they arrived ; but 
as they had belonged to a lord, I thought it was all right, 
and consented ; and I found it the best sort of riding, 
after all, to appear to be on horseback and walk safely 
a-foot at the same time ; and it was impossible to come 
down as long as I kept on my own legs : besides, I could 
cuff and pull my steed about as much as I liked, without 
fear of his biting or kicking in return. As Lord of 
the Tournament, they placed in my hands a lance, 
ornamented spirally, in blue and gold : I thought of the 
pole over my old shop door, and almost wished myself 
there again, as I capered up to the battle in my helmet 
and breastplate, with all the trumpets blowing and drums 
beating at the time. Captain Tagrag was my opponent, 
and preciously we poked each other, till, prancing about, 
I put my foot on my horse's petticoat behind, and down 
I came, getting a thrust from the Captain, at the same 
time, that almost broke my shoulder-bone. 'This was 
sufficient,' they said, ' for the laws of chivalry ; ' and I 
was glad to get off so. 

After that the gentlemen riders, of whom there were 
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no less than seven, in complete armour, and the pro- 
fessionals, now ran at the ring ; and the Baron was far, 
fsLT the most skilful. 

^How sweetly the dear Baron rides/ said my wife, 
w^ho was always ogling at him, smirking, smiling, and 
leaving her handkerchief to him. ' I say, Sam,' says a 
professional to one of his friends, as after their course, 
they came cantering up, and ranged under Jemmy's 
bower, as she called it : — ^ I say, Sam, I'm blowed if that 
chap in harmer mustn't have been one of hus.' And 
this only made Jemmy the more pleased ; for the fact is, 
the Baron had chosen the best way of winning Jemi- 
marann by courting her mother. 

The Baron was declared conqueror at the ring ; and 
Jemmy awarded him the prize, a wreath of white roses, 
which she placed on his lance ; he receiving it gracefully, 
and bowing, until the plumes of his helmet mingled with 
the mane of his charger, which backed to the other end 
of the lists ; then galloping back to the place where 
Jemimarann was seated, he begged her to place it on his 
helmet. The poor girl blushed very much, and did so. 
As all the people were applauding, Tagrag rushed up, 
and, laying his hand on the Baron's shoulder, whispered 
something in his ear, which made the other very angry, 
I suppose, for he shook him ofF violently. ^ Chacun pour 
soiy says he, * Monsieur de Taguerague,* — which means, 
I am told, ^ Every man for himself.' And then he rode 
away, throwing his lance in the air, catching it, and 
making his horse caper and prance, to the admiration of 
all beholders. 

After this came the * Passage of Arms.' Tagrag and 
the Baron ran courses against the other champions ; ay, 
and unhorsed two apiece ; whereupon the other three 
refused to turn out ; and preciously we laughed at them, 
to be sure ! 

' Now, it's our turn, Mr. Chicot^ says Tagrag, shaking 
his fist at the Baron: Mook to yourself, you infernal 
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Gracious Majesty in Parliament assembled ; so I told the 
people to pack up the things, and took four places on 
board the ^ Grand Turk ' steamer for Boulogne. 

The travelling-carriage, which, with Jemmy's thirty- 
seven boxes and my carpet-bag, was pretty well loaded, 
was sent on board the night before; and we, after 
break&sting in Portland Place (little did I think it was 
the — but, poh ! never mind) went down to the Custom 
House in the other carriage, followed by a hackney- 
coach and a cab, with the servants, and fourteen band- 
boxes and trunks more, which were to be wanted by my 
dear girl in the journey. 

The road down Cheapside and Thames Street need 
not be described ; we saw the Monument, a memento 
of the wicked Popish massacre of St. Bartholomew ; why 
erected here I can't think, as St. Bartholomew is in 
Smithfield ; — we had a glimpse of Billingsgate, and of the 
Mansion House, where we saw the two-and- twenty- 
shilling-coal smoke coming out of the chimneys, and 
were landed at the Custom House in safety. I felt 
melancholy, for we were going among a people of 
swindlers, as all Frenchmen are thought to be ; and, 
besides not being able to speak the language, leaving our 
own dear country and honest countrymen. 

Fourteen porters came out, and each took a package 
with the greatest civility ; calling Jemmy her Ladyship, 
and me your honour ; ay, and your-honouring and my 
Ladyshipping even my man and the maid in the cab. I 
somehow felt all over quite melancholy at going away. 
* Here, my fine fellow,' says I to the coachman, who was 
standing very respectful, holding his hat in one hand and 
Jemmy's jewel case in the other — * Here, my fine chap,* 
says I, ' here's six shillings for you ; ' for I did not care 
for the money. 

* Six what ? • says he. 

*Six shillings, fellow,' shrieks Jemmy, *and twice as 
much as your fare,' 
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Klishter Coxsh, but I didn't vant to shpoil shport ; and, 
beshidesh, I didn't know him until dey knocked off bis 
shteel cap ! ' 

• •••••• 

Here was a pretty business I 



SEPTEMBER 

OVER-BOARDED AND UNDER-LODGED 

We had no great reason to brag of our tournament at 
Xuggeridgeville : but, after all, it was better than the 
turnout at Kilblazes, where poor Lord Heydownderry 
went about in a black velvet dressing-gown, and the 
Emperor Napoleon Bony part appeared in a suit of 
armour, and silk stockings, like Mr. Pell's friend in 
Pickwick. We, having employed the gentleman from 
Ashley's Anti-theatre, had some decent sport for our 
money. 

We never heard a word from the Baron, who had so 
distinguished himself by his horsemanship, and had 
knocked down (and very justly) Mr. Nabb, the bailiff, 
and Mr. Stubbs, his man, who came to lay hands upon 
him. My sweet Jemmy seemed to be very low in spirits 
after his departure, and a sad thing it is to see her in low 
spirits : on days of illness she no more minds giving 
Jemimarann a box on the ear, or sending a plate of 
muffins across a table at poor me, than she does taking 
her tea. 

Jemmy, I say, was very low in spirits ; but, one day 
(I remember it was the day after Captain Higgins called, 
and said he had seen the Baron at Boulogne), she vowed 
that nothing but change of air would do her good, and 
declared that she should die unless she went to the sea- 
side in France. I knew what this meant, and that I 
might as well attempt to resist her as to resist Her 



284 COX'S DIARY 

an omlibus for sixpence if you like ; vy don't you go and 
buss it, marm. Vy did you call my cab, marm i Vj I 
am I to come forty mile, from Scarlot Street, Po'tl'nd ^ 
Street, Po*tl'nd Place, and not git my fare, marm? 
Come, give me a suffering and a half, and don't keep my 
hoss a-vaiting all day.' This speech, which takes some 
time to write down, was made in about the fifth part of 
a second ; and, at the end of it, the young gentleman 
hurled down his pipe, and, advancing towards Jemmy, 
doubled his fist, and seemed to challenge her to fight. 

My dearest girl now turned from red to be as pale as 
white Windsor, and fell into my arms. What was I to 
do ? I called ' Policeman I ' but a policeman won't 
interfere in Thames Street ; robbery is licensed there. 
What was I to do ? Oh 1 my heart beats with paternal 
gratitude when I think of what my Tug did ! 

As soon as this young cab-chap put himself into a 
fighting attitude. Master Tuggeridge-Coxe — ^who had 
been standing by laughing very rudely, I thought — 
Master Tuggeridge-Coxe, I say, flimg his jacket suddenly 
into his mamma's face (the brass buttons made her start 
and recovered her a little), and, before we could say a 
word, was in the ring in which we stood (formed by the 
porters, nine orange men and women, I don't know how 
many newspaper-boys, hotel-cads, and old-clothesmen), 
and, whirling about two little white fists in the face of 
the gentleman in the red waistcoat, who brought up a 
great pair of black ones to bear on the enemy, was 
engaged in an instant. 

But la bless you ! Tug hadn't been at Richmond 
School for nothing; ; and milled away — one, two, right 
and left — like a little hero as he is, with all his dear 
mother's spirit in him. First came a crack which sent 
a long dusky white hat — that looked damp and deep 
like a well, and had a long black crape-rag twisted round 
it — first came a crack which sent this white hat spinning 
over the gentleman's cab, and scattered among the 
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crowd a vast number of things which the cabman kept 
in it, — such as a ball of string, a piece of candle, a comb, 
a whip-lash, a Little Warbler, a slice of bacon, &c. &c. 

The cabman seemed sadly ashamed of this display, but 
Tug gave him no time : another blow was planted on 
his cheek-bone ; and a third, which hit him straight on 
the nose, sent this rude cabman straight down to the 
ground. 

' Brayvo, my Lord ! ' shouted all the people 
around. 

* I won't have no more, thank yer,' said the little cab- 
man, gathering himself up. ^ Give us over my fare, vill 
yer, and let me git away i ' 

* What's your fare now, you cowardly little thief?' 
says Tug. 

* Vy, then, two-and-eightpence,' says he. * Go along, 
— ^you know it is I " And two-and-eightpence he had ; 
and everybody applauded Tug, and hissed the cab- boy, 
and asked Tug for something to drink. We heard the 
packet-bell ringing, and all ran down the stairs to be in 
time. 

I now thought our troubles would soon be over ; 
mine were, very nearly so, in one sense at least : for 
after Mrs. Coxe and Jemimarann, and Tug, and the 
maid, and valet, and valuables had been handed across, it 
came to my turn. I had often heard of people being 
taken up by a Planky but seldom of their being set down 
by one. Just as I was going over, the vessel rode off a 
little, the board slipped, and down I soused into the 
water. You might have heard Mrs. Coxe's shriek as far 
as Gravesend ; it rang in my ears as I went down, all 
grieved at the thought of leaving her a disconsolate 
widder. Well, up I came again, and caught the brim 
of my beaver-hat — though I have heard that drowning 
men catch at straws : — I floated, and hoped to escape by 
hook or by crook ; and, luckily, just then, I felt myself 
suddenly jerked by the waistband of my whites, and 
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found myself hauled up in the air at the end of a boat- 
hook, to the sound of ' Yeho ! yeho ! yehoi ! yehoi ! ' 
and so I was dragged aboard. I was put to bed, and 
had swallowed so much water that it took a very con- 
siderable quantity of brandy to bring it to a proper 
mixture in my inside. In fact, for some hours I was in 
a very deplorable state. 



OCTOBER 

NOTICE TO QUIT 

Well, we arrived at Boulogne; and Jemmy, after 
making inquiries right and left, about the Baron, found 
that no such person was known there : and being bent, 
I suppose, at all events, on marrying her daughter to a 
lord, she determined to set off for Paris, where, as he 
had often said, he possessed a magnificent — hotel he 
called it ; — and I remember Jemmy being mightily 
indignant at the idea ; but hotel, we found afterwards, 
means only a house in French, and this reconciled her. 
Need I describe the road from Boulogne to Paris ? or 
need I describe that Capitol itself? Suffice it to say, 
that we made our appearance there, at ^ Murisse's Hotel,' 
as became the family of Coxe-Tuggeridge ; and saw 
everything worth seeing in the metropolis in a week. 
It nearly killed me to be sure ; but, when you're on a 
pleasure party in a foreign country, you must not mind 
a little inconvenience of this sort. 

Well, there is, near the city of Paris, a splendid road 
and row of trees, which — I don't know why — is 
called the Shandeleezy, or Elysian Fields, in French : 
others, I have heard, call it the Shandeleery ; but mine 
I know to be the correct pronunciation. In the middle 
of this Shandeleezy is an open space of ground and a 
tent where» during the summer, Mr. Franconi, the 
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French Ashley, performs with his horses and things. 
As everybody went there, and we were told it was quite 
the thing. Jemmy agreed that we should go, too ; and 
go we did. 

It's just like Ashley's: there's a man just like Mr. 
Piddicombe, who goes round the ring in a huzzah-dress, 
cracking a whip ; there are a dozen Miss Woolfords, 
who appear like Polish princesses, Dihannas, Sultannas, 
Cachuchas, and Heaven knows what ! There's the fat 
man, who comes in with the twentv-three dresses on, and 
turns out to be the living skeleton ! There's the clowns, 
the sawdust, the white horse that dances a hornpipe, the 
candles stuck in hoops, just as in our own dear 
country. 

My dear wife, in her very finest clothes, with all the 
world looking at her, was really enjoying this spectacle 
(which doesn't require any knowledge of the language, 
seeing that the dumb animals don't talk it), when there 
came in, presently, ^ the great Polish act of the 
Sarmatian horse-tamer, on eight steeds,' which we were 
all of us longing to see. The horse-tamer, to music 
twenty miles an hour, rushed in on four of his horses, 
leading the other four, and skurried round the ring. 
You wouldn't see him for the sawdust, but everybody was 
delighted, and applauded like mad. Presently, you saw 
there were only three horses in front : he had slipped 
one more between his legs, another followed, and it was 
clear that the consequences would be fatal, if he admitted 
any more. The people applauded more than ever ; and 
when, at last, seven and eight were made to go in, not 
wholly, but sliding dexterously in and out, with the 
others, so that you did not know which was which, the 
house, I thought, would come down with applause ; and 
the Sarmatian horse-tamer bowed his great feathers to 
the ground. At last the music grew slower, and he 
cantered leisurely round the ring : bending, smirking, 
seesawing, waving his whip, and laying his hand on his 
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heart, just as we have seen the Ashley's people do. But 
fancy our astonishment when, suddenly, this Sarmatian 
horse-tamer, coming round with his four pair at a canter, 
and being opposite our box, gave a start, and a — hupp ! 
which made all his horses stop stock-still at an instant ! 

' Albert ! * screamed my dear Jemmy : ' Albert ! 
Bahbahbah — baron ! ' The Sarmatian looked at her 
for a minute : and turning head over heels, three times, ! 
bolted suddenly off his horses, and away out of our ^ 
sight. 'I 

It was His Excellency the Baron de Punter ! 
Jemmy went off* in a fit as usual, and we never saw 
the Baron again : but we heard, afterwards, that Punter I 
was an apprentice of Franconi's and had run away to .' 
England, thinking to better himself, and had joined Mr. 
Richardson's army ; but Mr. Richardson, and then . 
London, did not agree with him ; and we saw the last j 
of him as he sprang over the barriers at the Tuggeridge- 
ville tournament. 

*Well, Jemimarann,' says Jemmy, in a fury, *you 
shall marry Tagrag ; and if I can't have a baroness for a 
daughter, at least you shall be a baronet's lady.' Poor 
Jemimarann only sighed ; she knew it was of no use to 
remonstrate. 

Paris grew dull to us after this, and we were more 
eager than ever to go back to London : for what should 
we hear, but that that monster, Tuggeridge, of the City 
— old Tug's black son, forsooth ! — ^was going to contest 
Jemmy's claim to the property, and had filed I don't 
know how many bills against us in Chancery ? Hearing 
this, we set off" immediately, and we arrived at Boulogne, 
and set off" in that very same * Grand Turk ' which had 
brought us to France. 

If you look in the bills, you will see that the steamers 
leave London on Saturday morning, and Boulogne on 
Saturday night ; so that there is often not an hour 
between the time of arrival and departure, Bless us ! 
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bless us ! I pity the poor Captain that, for twenty-four 
hours at a time, is on a paddle-box, roaring out, ' Ease 
her ! Stop her ! ' and the poor servants, who are laying 
out breakfast, lunch, dinner, tea, supper ; — breakfast, 
lunch, dinner, tea, supper, again ; — for layers upon layers 
of travellers, as it were ; and, most of all, I pity that 
unhappy steward, with those unfortunate tin basins that 
he must always keep an eye over. Little did we know 
ivhat a storm was brewing in our absence ; and little 
ivere we prepared for the awful awful fate that hung 
over our Tuggeridgeville property. 

Biggs, of the great house of Higgs, Biggs & Blather- 
wick, was our man of business ; when I arrived in 
London I heard that he had just set off to Paris after me. 
So we started down to Tuggeridgeville instead of going 
to Portland Place. As we came through the lodge-gates, 
we found a crowd assembled within them ; and there 
was that horrid Tuggeridge on horseback, with a shabby- 
looking man, called Mr. Scapgoat, and his man of 
business, and many more. ^Mr. Scapgoat,' says 
Tuggeridge, grinning, and handing him over a sealed 
paper, ^ here's the lease ; I leave you in possession, and 
wish you good morning.' 

^In possession of what?' says the rightftil lady of 
Tuggeridgeville, leaning out of the carriage-window. 
She hated black Tuggeridge, as she called him, like 
poison : the very first week of our coming to Portland 
Place, when he called to ask restitution of some plate 
which he said was his private property, she called him a 
base-born blackamoor, and told him to quit the house. 
Since then there had been law-squabbles between us 
without end, and all sorts of writings, meetings, and 
arbitrations. 

* Possession of my estate of Tuggeridgeville, madam,' 
roars he, * left me by my father's will, which you have 
had notice of these three weeks, and know as well as I 
do.' 



that had his 



a90 coys DIARY 

<OM Tog left no will,' shrieked Jemmy : <he didn't 
die to leave his estates to Uackamocxs — ^to negroes — ^to 
base-born mulatto story-tellers ; if he did may I be ' 

* Oh, hush ! dearest mamma/ says Jemimarann. 
*Go it again, mother!' says Tug, who is alwa}rs 

snin^cnng. 

^What is this business, Mr. Tuggeridge?' cried 
Tagrag (who was the only one of our party 
senses). < What is this wiU?' 

^ Oh, it's merely a matter of fcmn,' said the lawyer, 
riding up. * For Heaven's sake, madam, be peaceable : 
let my friends, Higgs, Biggs if Blatherwick, arrange with 
me. I am surprised that none of their people are here. 
All that you have to do is to eject us ; and the rest will 
follow, of course. 

' Who has taken possession of this here property ? ' roars 
Jemmy again. 

*My friend Mr. Scapgoat,' said the lawyer. — Mr. 
Scapgoat grinned. 

^ Mr Scapgoat/ said my wife, shaking her fist at him 
(for she is a woman of no small spirit), ^ if you don't leave 
this ground. Til have you pushed out with pitchforks, I 
will — ^you and your beggarly blackamoor yonder.' And, 
suiting the action to the word, she clapped a stable fork 
into the hands of one of the gardeners, and called another, 
armed with a rake, to his help, while young Tug set the 
doe at their heels, and I hurrahed for joy to see such 
villainy so properly treated. 

* That's sufficient, ain't it ? ' said Mr. Scapgoat, with 
the calmest air in the world. ^ Oh, completely,' said the 
lawyer. * Mr. Tuggeridge, we've ten miles to dinner. 
Madam, your very humble servant.' And the whole 
posse of them rode away. 




We knew not what this meant, until we received a 
strange document from Higgs, in London, — which 
began * Middlesex to wit. Samuel Cox, late of Portland 
Place, in the City of Westminster, in the said county, 
was attached to answer Samuel Scapgoat, of a plea, 
wherefore, with force and arms, he entered into one 
messu^e, with the appurtenances, which John Tugge- 
ridge, Esquire, demised to the said Samuel Scapgoat, for a 
term which is not yet expired, and ejected him.' And it 
went on to say that ^ we, with force of arms, viz. with 
swords, knives, and staves, had ejected him.' Was there 
ever such a monstrous ftlsehood r when we did but stand 
in defence of our own ; and isn't it a sin that we should 
have been turned out of our rightful possessions upon such 
a rascally plea ? 

Higgs, Biggs & Blatherwick had evidently been 
bribed ; for — would you believe it ? — they told us to give 
up possession at once, as a will was found, and we could 
not defend the action. My Jemmy refused their proposal 
with scorn, and laughed at the notion of the will ; she 
pronounced it to be a forgery, a vile blackamoor forgery ; 
and believes, to this day, that the story of its having been 
made thirty years ago, in Calcutta, and left there with 
old Tug's papers, and found there, and brought to 
England, after a search made, by order of Tuggeridge 
junior, is a scandalous falsehood. 

Well, the cause was tried. Why need I say anything 
concerning it i What shall I say of the Lord ChieN 
Justice, but that he ought to be ashamed of the wig he 
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sits in ? What of Mr. and Mr. , who exerted 

their eloquence aeainst justice and the poor i On our 
side, too, was no less a man than Mr. Serjeant Binks, 
who, ashamed I am, for the honour of the British bar, to 
say it, seemed to have been bribed too : for he actually 
threw up his case ! Had he behaved like Mr. Mulligan, 
his junior — and to whom, in this humble way, I o£Fer my 
thanks — ^all might have been well. I never knew such 
an effect produced, as when Mr. Mulligan, appearing for 
the first time in that court, said, ^ Standing here, upon the 
pidestalof secredThamis ; seeing around me the arnymints 
of a profission I rispict ; having before me a vinnerable 
judge, and an inlightened jury — the counthry*s glory, 
the netion's cheap defender, the poor man's priceless 
palladium : how must I thrimble, my Lard, how must 
the blush bejew my cheek* — (somebody cried out *0 
cheeis I ' In the court there was a dreadful roar of laugh- 
ing; and when order was established, Mr. Mulligan 
continued :) — ^ My Lard, I heed them not ; I come from 
a counthry accustomed to opprission, and as that counthry 
— yes, my Lard, that Ireland — (do not laugh, I am 
proud of it) — is ever, in spite of her tyrants, green, and 
lovely, and beautiful : my client's cause, likewise, will 
rise shuperior to the malignant imbecility — ^I repeat, the 
MALIGNANT IMBECILITY — of those who would thrample 
it down ; and in whose teeth, in my client's name, in my 
counthry's — ^ay, and my own — ^I, with folded arrums, hurl 
a scornful and eternal defiance ! ' 

* For Heaven's sake, Mr. Milligan ' — ('Mulligan, me 
Lard,' cried my defender) — * Well, Mulligan, then, be 
calm, and keep to your brief.' 

Mr. Mulligan did : and for three hours and a quarter, 
in a speech crammed with Latin quotations, and unsur- 
passed for eloquence, he explained the situation of me 
and my family ; the romantic manner in which 
Tuggeridge the elder gained his fortune, and by which 
it afterwards came to my wife ; the state of Ireland, the 
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original and virtuous poverty of the Coxes — from which 
he glanced passionately, for a few minutes (until the 
judge stopped him), to the poverty of his own country ; 
my excellence as a husband, father, landlord ; my wife's 
as a wife, mother, landlady. All was in vain — the trial 
went against us. I was soon taken in execution for the 
damages ; five hundred pounds of law expenses of my 
ovrtij and as much more of Tuggeridge's. He would 
not pay a farthing, he said, to get me out of a much 
worse place than the Fleet. I need not tell you that 
along with the land went the house in town, and the 
money in the funds. Tuggeridge, he who had thousands 
before, had it all. And when I was in prison, who do 
you think would come and see me ? None of the 
Barons, nor Counts, nor Foreign Ambassadors, nor 
excellencies, who used to fill our house, and eat and 
drink at our expense, — not even the ungrateful Tagrag ! 
I could not help now saying to my dear wife, ^ See, 
my love, we have been gentlefolks for exactly a year, 
and a pretty life we have had of it. In the first place, 
my darling, we gave grand dinners, and everybody 
laughed at us.' 

* Yes, and recollect how ill they made you,' cries my 
daughter. 

* We asked great company, and they insulted us.' 
^ And spoilt mamma's temper,' said Jcmimarann. 

* Hush ! Miss,' said her mother ; * we don't want your 
advice.' 

< Then you must make a country gentleman of me.' 
^ And send pa into dunghills/ roared Tug. 

< Then you must go to operas, and pick up foreign 
Barons and Counts.' 

* Oh, thank Heaven, dearest papa, that we are rid of 
them,' cries my little Jemimarann, looking almost happy, 
and kissing her old pappy. 

' And you must make a fine gentleman of Tug there, 
and send him to a fine school.' 
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*And I give you my word,' says Tug, ^ I am as 
ignorant a chap as ever lived/ 

^ Your an insolent saucebox,' says Jemmy ; ' you've 
learned that at your fine school.' 

^ I've learned something else, too, ma'am ; ask the boys 
if I haven't,' grumbles Tug. 

'You hawk your daughter about, and just escape 
marrying her to a swindler.' 

' And drive off poor Orlando,' whimpered my girl. 

' Silence>! mi^s,' says Jemmy fiercely. 

* You insult the man whose fiatner's property you 
inherited, and bring me into this prison, without hope 
of leaving it ; for he never can help us after all your l^d 
language.' I said all this very smartly ; for the fact is, 
my blood was up at the time, and I determined to rate 
my dear girl soundly. 

' Oh ! Sammy,' said she, sobbing (for the poor thing's 
spirit was quite broken), * it's all true ; I've been very 
very foolish and vain, and I've punished my dear husband 
and children by my follies, and I do so so repent them ! ' 
Here Jemimarann at once burst out crying, and flung 
herself into her mamma's arms, and the pair roared and 
sobbed for ten minutes together. Even Tug looked 
queer : and as for me, it's a most extraordinary thing, 
but I'm blest if seeing them so miserable didn't make me 
quite happy.-^I don't think, for the whole twelve months 
of our good fortune, I had ever felt so gay as in that 
dismal room in the Fleet, where I was locked up. 

Poor Orlando Crump came to see us every day ; and 
we, who had never taken the slightest notice of him in 
Portland Place, and treated him so cruelly that day at 
Beulah Spa, were only too glad of his company now. 
He used to bring books for my girl, and a bottle of 
sherry for me ; and he used to take home Jemmy's fronts 
and dress them for her ; and when lockine-up time came, 
he used to see the ladies home to their Tittle three-pair 
bedroom in Holborn, where they slept now. Tug and all. 
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^ Can the bird forget its nest ? ' Orlando used to say (he 
was a romantic young fellow, that's the truth, and blew 
the flute and read Lord Byron incessantly, since he was 
separated from Jemimarann). ^ Can the bird, let loose 
in Eastern climes, forget its home ? Can the rose cease 
to remember its beloved bulbul ? — Ah, no ! Mr. Cox, 
you made me what I am, and what I hope to die — a 
hairdresser. 1 never see a curling-irons before I entered 
your shop, or knew Naples from brown Windsor. Did 
you not make over your house, your furniture, your 
emporium of perfumery, and nine-and-twenty shaving 
customers, to me ? Are these trifles ? Is Jemimarann 
a trifle i if she would allow me to call her so. O 
Jemimarann, your pa found me in the workhouse, and 
made me what I am. Conduct me to my grave, and I 
never never shall be different I ' When he had said this, 
Orlando was so much a£fected, that he rushed suddenly on 
his hat and quitted the room. 

Then Jemimarann began to cry too. ' Oh, pa 1 ' said 
she, * isn't he — isn't he a nice young man ? ' 

*I'm hanged if he ain't,' says Tug. *What do you 
think of his giving me eighteenpence yesterday, and a 
bottle of lavender-water for Mimarann ? ' 

^ He might as well offer to give you back the shop at 
any rate,' says Jemmy. 

* What ! to pay Tuggeridge's damages ? My dear, 
I'd sooner die than give Tuggeridge the chance.' 




TuGGERiDGB vowcd that I should finish my days there, 
when he put me in prison. It appears that we both had 
reason to be ashamed of ourselves ; and were, thank 
God I I learned to be sorry for my bad feelings towards 
him, and he actually wrote to me to say — 

* Sir, — I think you have suffered enough for faults which, I 
believe, do not lie with you, so much as your wife ; and I 
have withdrawn my claims which I had against you while you 
were in wrongful possession of my father's estates. You must 
remember that when, on examination of my father's papers, 
no will was found, I yielded up his property, with perfect 
willingness, to those who I fancied were his legitimate heirs. 
For this I received all sorts of insults from your wife and 
yourself (who acquiesced in them) ; and when the discovery 
of a will, in India, proved my just claims, you must remember 
how they were met, and the vexatious proceedings with 
which you sought to oppose them. 

* I have discharged your lawyer's bill ; and, as I believe 
you are more fitted for the trade you formerly exercised than 
for any other, I will give five hundred pounds for the pur- 
chase of a stock and shop, when you shall find one to suit you. 

* I enclose a draft for twenty pounds, to meet your present 
expenses. You have, I am told, a son, a boy of some spirit : 
if he likes to try his fortune abroad, and go on board an India- 
man, I can get him an appointment ; and am, Sir, your 
obedient servant, John Tuggeridge.' 

It was Mrs. Breadbasket, the housekeeper, who 

296 



FAMILY BUSTLE 297 

brought this letter, and looked mighty contemptuous as 
she gave it. 

^ I hope, Breadbasket, that your master will send me 
my things at any rate,' cries Jemmy. * There's seventeen 
silk and satin dresses, and a whole heap of trinkets, that 
can be of no earthly use to him.' 

^ Don't Breadbasket me, mem, if you please, mem. 
My master says that them things is quite obnoxious to 
your sphere of life. Breadbasket, indeed ! ' And so she 
sailed out. 

Jemmy hadn't a word ; she had grown mighty quiet 
since we had been in misfortune : but my daughter looked 
as happy as a queen ; and Tug, when he heard of the 
ship, gave a jump that nearly knocked down poor 
Orlando. ^ Ah, I suppose you'll forget me now ? ' says 
he, with a sigh ; and seemed the only unhappy person in 
company. 

' Why, you conceive, Mr. Crump,' says my wife, with 
a great deal of dignity, * that, connected as we are, a 
young man born in a work ' 

* Woman ! ' cried I (for once in my life determined to 
have my own way), * hold your foolish tongue. Your 
absurd pride has been the ruin of us hitherto ; and, from 
this day, I'll have no more of it. Hark ye, Orlando, if 
you will take Jemimarann, you may have her ; and if 
you'll take five hundred pounds for a half share of the 
shop, they're yours j and tha^s for you, Mrs. Cox.' 

And here we are, back again. And I write this from 
the old back shop, where we are all waiting to see the 
new year in. Orlando sits yonder, plaiting a wig for 
my Lord Chief- Justice, as happy as may be ; and 
Jemimarann and her mother have been as busy as you 
can imagine all day long, and are just now giving the 
finishing touches to the bridal^dresses : for the wedding 
is to take place the day after to-morrow. I've cut 
seventeen heads off (as I say) this very day ; and as 
for Jemmy, I no more mind her than I do the Emperor 
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of China and all his Tambarins. Last night we had a 
merry meeting of our friends and neighbours, to 
celebrate our reappearance among them ; and very 
merry we all were. We had a capital fiddler, and we 
kept it up till a pretty tidy hour this morning We 
begun with quadrills, but I never could do 'em well; 
and after that, to please Mr. Crump and his intended, 
we tried a gaUopard, which I found anything but easy ; 
for since I am come back to a life of peace and comfort, 
it's astonishing how stout I'm getting. So we turned 
at once to what Jemmy and me excek in — a country 
dance; which is rather surprising, as we was both 
brought up to a town life. As for young Tug, he 
showed off in a sailor's hornpipe : which Mrs. Cox says 
is very prefer for him to learn, now he is intended for 
the sea. But stop ! here comes in the punch-bowls ; and 
if we are not happy, who is ? I say I am like the Swish 
people, for I can't flourish ccit of my native hair. 



CHARACTER SKETCHES 



u 




CAPTAIN ROOK AND MR. PIGEON 

The statistic- mongers and dealers in geography have 
calculated to a nicety how many quartern loaves, bars 
of iron, pigs of lead, saclcs of wool, Turks, Quakers, 
Methodists, Jews, Catholics, and Church of England 
men are consumed or produced in the difierent countries 
of this wicked world : I should like to see an accurate 
table showing the rogues and dupes of each nation ; the 
calculation would form a pretty matter for a philosopher 
to speculate upon. The mind loves to repose and 
broods benevolently over this expanded theme. "What 
thieves are there in Paris, O heavens I and what a power 
of rogues with pigtails and mandarin buttons at Pckin ! 
What crowds of swindlers are there at this very moment 
pursuing their trade at St, Petersburg I how many 
301 
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scoundrels are saying their prayers alongside of Don 
Carlos ! how many scores are jobbing under the pretty 
nose of Queen Christina ! what an inordinate number of 
rascals is there, to be sure, puffing tobacco and drinking 
flat small-beer in all the capitals of Germany ; or else, 
without a rag to their ebony backs, swigging quass out 
of calabashes, and smeared over with palm-oil, lolling at 
the doors of clay huts in the sunny city of Timbuctoo ! 
It is not necessary to make any more topographical 
allusions, or, for illustrating the above position, to go 
through the whole Gazetteer ; but he is a bad philo- 
sopher who has not all these things in mind, and does 
not in his speculations or his estimate of mankind duly 
consider and weigh them. And it is fine and consolatory 
to think that thoughtful Nature, which has provided 
sweet flowers for the humming bee ; fair running streams 
for glittering fish ; store of kids, deer, goats, and other 
fresh meat for roaring lions ; for active cats, mice ; for 
mice, cheese, and so on ; establishing throughout the 
whole of her realm the great doctrine that where a 
demand is, there will be a supply (see the romances of 
Adam Smith, Malthus, and Ricardo, and the philo- 
sophical works of Miss Martineau) : I say it is con- 
solatory to think that, as Nature has provided ilies for 
the food of fishes, and flowers for bees, so she has created 
fools for rogues; and thus the scheme is consistent 
throughout. Yes, observation, with extensive view, 
will discover Captain Rooks all over the world, and Mr. 
Pigeons made for their benefit. Wherever shines the 
sun, you are sure to find Folly basking in it; and 
knavery is the shadow at Folly's heels. 

It is not, however, necessary to go to St. Petersburg 
or Pekin for rogues (and in truth I don't know whether 
the Timbuctoo Captain Rooks prefer cribbage or 
billiards). ^We are not birds,' as the Irishman says, 
^ to be in half-a-dozen places at once;' so let us 
pretermit all considerations of rogues in other countries, 
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examining only those who flourish under our very noses. 
I have travelled much, and seen many men and cities ; 
and, in truth, I think that our country of England 
produces the best soldiers, sailors, razors, tailors, brewers, 
hatters, and rogues of all. Especially there is no cheat 
like an English cheat. Our society produces them in 
the greatest numbers as well as of the greatest excellence. 
We supply all Europe with them. I defy you to point 
out a great city of the Continent where half-a-dozen of 
them are not to be found I proofs of our enterprise and 
samples of our home manufacture. Try Rome, Chelten- 
ham, Baden, Toeplitz, Madrid, or Tzarskoselo : I have 
been in every one of them, and give you my honour 
that the Englishman is the best rascal to be found in 
all : better than your eager Frenchman ; your swagger- 
ing Irishman, with a red velvet waistcoat and red 
whiskers ; your grave Spaniard, with horrid goggle eyes 
and profuse diamond shirt-pins ; your tallow-faced Ger- 
man baron, with white moustache and double chin, fat, 
pudgy, dirty fingers, and great gold thumb-ring ; better 
even than your nondescript Russian — swindler and spy 
as he is by loyalty and education — the most dangerous 
antagonist we have. Who has the best coat even at 
Vienna ? who has the neatest britzska at Baden ? who 
drinks the best champagne at Paris ? Captain Rook, to 
be sure, of Her Britannic Majesty's service : — he has 
been of the service, that is to say, but often finds it 
convenient to sell out. 

The life of a blackleg, which is the name contemptu- 
ously applied to Captain Rook in his own country, is 
such an easy, comfortable, careless, merry one, that I can't 
conceive why all the world do not turn Captain Rooks ; 
unless, maybe, there are some mysteries and difficulties 
in it which the vulgar know nothing of, and which 
only men of real genius can overcome. Call on Captain 
Rook in the day (in London, he lives about St. James's ; 
abroad, he has the very best rooms in the very best 
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boteb)y and you will find him at one o'clock dressed in the 
very finest rite^Je-chamhrtj before a breakfast-table covered 
with the prettiest patties and delicacies possible; 
smoking, perhaps, one of the biggest meerschaiun 
pipes you ever saw ; reading, possibly, the Atoming Post^ 
or a novel (he has only one volume in his whole room, 
and that from a circulating library) ; or having his hair 
dressed ; or talking to a tsulor about waistcoat patterns; 
or drinking soda-water with a glass of sherry ; all this he 
does every morning, and it does not seem very difficult, 
and lasts until three. At three, he goes to a horse-dealer's, 
and lounges there for half-an-hour ; at four he is to be 
seen at the window of his Club ; at five, he is cantering 
and curvetting in Hyde Park with one or two more 
(he does not know any ladies, but has many male 
acquaintances : some, stout old gentlemen riding cobs, 
who knew his family, and give him a surly grunt of 
recognition ; some, very young lads with pale dissolute 
faces, little moustaches perhaps, or at least little tufts on 
their chin, who hail him eagerly as a man of fashion) : 
at seven he has a dinner at ^ Long's ' or at the 
^ Clarendon ; ' and so to bed very likely at five in the 
morning, after a quiet game of whist, broiled bones, and 
punch. 

Perhaps he dines early at a tavern in Covent Garden ; 
after which, you will see him at the theatre in a private 
box (Captain Rook afiects the Olympic a good deal). 
In the box, beside himself, you will remark a young man 
— very young — one of the lads who spoke to him in the 
Park this morning, and a couple of ladies : one shabby, 
melancholy, raw-boned, with numberless small white 
ringlets, large hands and feet, and a faded light-blue silk 
gown ; she has a large cap, trimmed with yellow, and all 
sorts of crumpled flowers and greasy blonde lace ; she 
wears laree gilt earrings, and sits back, and nobody 
speaks to her, and she to nobody, except to say, ' Law, 
Maria, how well you do look to-night ; there's a man 



CAPTAIN ROOK AND MR. PIGEON 305 

opposite has been staring at you this three hours ; I'm 
blest if it isn't him as we saw in the Park, dear ! ' 

'I wish, Hannah, you'd 'old your tongue, and not 
bother me about the men. You don't believe Miss 
'Ickman, Freddy, do you ? ' says Maria, smiling fondlv 
on Freddy. Maria is sitting in front : she says she is 
twenty-three, though Miss Hickman knows very well 
she is thirty-one (Freddy is just of age). She wears a 
purple velvet gown, three different gold bracelets on 
each arm, as many rings on each finger of each hand ; 
to one is hooked a gold smelling-bottle : she has an 
enormous fan, a laced pocket-handkerchief, a Cashmere 
shawl, which is continually falling off, and exposing, 
very unnecessarily, a pair of very white shoulders : she 
talks loud, always lets her playbill drop into the pit, and 
smells most pungently of Mr. Delcroix's shop. After 
this description it is not at all necessary to say who 
Maria is: Miss Hickman is her companion, and they 
live together in a very snug little house in Mayfair, 
which has just been new-fiirnished d la Louis Quatorze 
by Freddy, as we are positively informed. It is even 
said that the little carriage, with two little white ponies, 
which Maria drives herself in such a fescinating way 
through the Park, was purchased for her by Freddy too ; 
ay, and that Captain Rook got it for him — a great 
Inurgain of course. 

Such is Captain Rook's life. Can anything be more 
easy? Suppose Maria says, ^Come home. Rook, and 
heat a cold chicken with us, and a glass of hiced 
champagne ; ' and suppose he goes, and after chicken — 
just for fun — Maria proposes a little chicken-hazard ; — 
she only plays for shillings, while Freddy, a little bolder, 
won't mind half-pound stakes himself. Is there any 
great harm in all this ? Well, after half-an-hour Maria 
grows tired, and Miss Hickman has been nodding asleep 
in the corner long ago ; so off the two ladies set, candle 
in hand. 
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a rich or a poor one, as the case may be. I need not 
tell Freddy's name, I think, now; it stands on his 
card : — 



i Mk. FREDERICK PIGEON. 

I 

Line's Httel. 

I 



I have said the chances are that Frederick Pigeon, 
Esquire, will become a rich or a poor swindler, though 
the first chance, it must be confessed, is very remote. I 
once heard an actor, who could not write, speak, or even 
read English ; who was not fit for any trade in the world, 
and had not the * nous ' to keep an apple-stall, and scarcely 
even enough sense to make a Member of Parliament ; 
I once, I say, heard an actor, — whose only qualifications 
were a large pair of legs, a large voice, and a very large 
neck,-^-curse his &te and his profession, by which, do 
what he would, he could only make eight guineas a week. 
' No men/ said he, with a great deal of justice, ^ were so 
ill paid as ^^ dramatic artists ; " they laboured for nothing 
all their youth, and had no provision for old age.' With 
this, he sighed, and called for (it was on a Saturday night) 
the forty-ninth glass of brandy-and-water which he had 
drunk in the course of the week. 

The excitement of his profession, I make no doubt, 
caused my friend Claptrap to consume this quantity of 
spirit-and-water, besides beer in the morning after 
rehearsal ; and I could not help musing over his ^te. It 
is a hard one. To eat, drink, work a little, and be jolly ; 
to be paid twice as much as you are worth, and then to go 
to ruin ; to drop off the tree when you are swelled out, 
seedy, and over-ripe ; and to lie rotting in the mud 
underneath, until at last you mingle with it. 
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Wow, badly as the actor is paid (and the reader will 

the more readily pardon the above episode, because, in 

reality, it has nothing to do with the subject in hand), 

and luckless as his fate is, the lot of the poor blackleg is 

cast lower still. You never hear of a rich gambler ; or 

of one who wins in the end. Where does all the money 

go to which is lost among them ? Did you ever play a 

game at loo for sixpences? At the end of the night a 

great many of those small coins have been lost, and in 

consequence, won. But ask the table all round : one 

man has won three shillings ; two have neither lost nor 

viron ; one rather thinks he has lost ; and the three others 

have lost two pounds each. Is not this the fact, known 

to everybody who indulges in round games, and especially 

the noble game of loo r I often think that the devil's 

books, as cards are called, are lent out to us from Old 

>Tick's circulating library, and that he lays his paw upon 

a certain part of the winnings, and carries it off privily : 

else, what becomes of all the money ? 

For instance, there is the gentleman whom the news- 
papers call * a noble earl of sporting celebrity ; ' — if he 
has lost a shilling according to the newspaper accounts, 
he has lost fifty millions : he drops fifty thousand pounds 
at the Derby, just as you and I would lay down two-^ 
pence-halfpenny for half an ounce of Macabaw. Who 
has won these millions ? Is it Mr. Crockford, or Mr. 
Bond, or Mr. Salon-des-£trangers ? (I do not call these 
latter gentlemen gamblers, for their speculation is a 
certainty;) but who wins his money, and everybodjr 
else's money who plays and loses ? Much money is 
staked in the absence of Mr. Crockford ; many notes arc 
given without the interference of the Bonds ; there are 
hundreds of thousands of gamblers who are itrangers 
even to the Salon-des-£trangers. 

No, my dear sir, it is not in the public gambling- 
houses that the money is lost ; it is not in them that 
your virtue is chiefly in danger. Better by half lose your 
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income^ your fortune, or your master's money, in a 
decent public hell, than in the private society of such 
men as my friend Captain Rook. But we are again and 
again digressing : the point is, is the Captain's trade a 
good one, and does it yield tolerably good interest for 
outlay and capital ? 

To the latter question first : — at this very season of 
May, when the Rooks are very young, have you not, 
my dear friend, often tasted them in pies? — ^they are 
then so tender that you cannot tell the difference 
between them and pigeons. So, in like manner, our 
Rook has been in his youth undistinguishable from a 
pigeon. He does as he has been done by : yea, he has 
been plucked as even now he plucks his n-iend Mr. 
Frederick Pigeon. Say that he began the world with ten 
thousand pounds : every maravedi of this is gone ; and 
may be considered as the capital which he has sacrificed 
to learn his trade. Having spent ^10,000, then, on an 
annuity of £6^0^ he must look to a larger interest for 
his money — say fifteen himdred, two thousand, or three 
thousand pounds, decently to repay his risk and labour. 
Besides the money sunk in the first place, his profession 
requires continual annual outlays, as thus — 

Horses, carriages (including Epsom, Goodwood, 

Ascot, &€•) . . . . . i(^500 o o 

Lodgings, servants, and board . . . 350 o o 

Watering-places, and touring . . . 300 o o 

Dinners to give 1 50 o o 

Pocket-money 150 o o 

Gloves, handkerchiefs, perfumery, and tobacco 

(very moderate) 15000 

Tailor's bills (^^100 say, never paid) . • 000 

Total . jC'j^oo o o 

I defy any man to carry on the profession in a decent 
way under the above sum : ten thousand sunk, and 
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sixteen hundred annual expenses ; no, it is not a good 
profession : it is not good interest for one's money ; it is 
not a hit remuneration for a gentleman of birth, industry, 
and genius ; and my friend Claptrap, who growls about 
his pay, may bless his eyes that he was not born a gentle- 
man and bred up to such an unprofitable calling as this. 
Considering his trouble, his outlay, his birth, and breed- 
ing, the Captain is most wickedly and basely rewarded. 
And when he is obliged to retreat, when his hand 
trembles, his credit is fallen, his bills laughed at by every 
money-lender in Europe, his tailors rampant and 
inexorable — in fact, when the coupe of life will sauter for 
him no more — who will help the play-worn veteran i 
As Mitcbel sings after Aristophanes*— 

* In glory he was seen, when his years as yet were green ; 

But now when his dotage is on him, 
God help him ; — ^for no eye of those who piss him by 
Throws a look of compassion upon him.' 

Who indeed will help him ? — not his family, for he has 
bled his father, his uncle, his old grandmother ; he has 
had slices out of his sisters' portions, and quarrelled with 
his brothers-in-law ; the old people are dead ; the young 
ones hate him, and will give him nothing. Who will 
help him ? — not his friends : in the first place, my dear 
sir, a man's friends very seldom do : in the second place, 
it is Captain Rook's business not to keep, but to give up 
his friends. His acquaintances do not last more than a 
year : the time, namely, during which he is employed in 
plucking them ; then they part. Pigeon has not a single 
feather left to his tail, and how should he help Rook, 
whom, au reste, he has learnt to detest most cordially, 
and has found out to be a rascal ? When Rook's ill day 
comes, it is simply because he has no more friends ; he 
has exhausted them all, plucked every one as clean as the 
palm of your hand. And to arrive at this conclusion, 
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Rook has been spending sixteen hundred a year, and the 
prime of his life, and has moreover sunk ten thousand 
pounds ! Is this a proper reward for a gentleman ? I 
say it is a sin and a shame that an English gentleman 
should be allowed thus to drop down the stream with- 
out a single hand to help him. 

The moral of the above remarks I take to be this : 
that blacklegging is as bad a trade as can be ; and so let 
parents and guardians look to it, and not apprentice their 
children to such a villainous scurvy way of living. 

It must be confessed, however, that there are some 
individuals who have for the profession such a natural 
genius that no entreaties or example of parents will keep 
them from it, and no restraint or occupation occasioned 
by another calling. They do what Christians do not 
do : they leave all to follow their master the devil ; they 
cut friends, femilies, and good, thriving, profitable trades, 
to put up with this one, that is both unthrifty and un- 
profitable. They are in regiments : ugly whispers about 
certain midnight games at blind-hookey, and a few odd 
bargains in horseflesh, are borne abroad, and Cornet 
Rook receives the gentlest hint in the world that he had 
better sell out. They are in counting-houses with a 
promise of partnership, for which papa is to lay down a 
handsome premium ; but the firm of Hobbs, Bobbs, & 
Higgory can never admit a young gentleman who is a 
notorious gambler, is much oftener at the races than at 
his desk, and has bills daily falling due at his private 
banker's. The father, that excellent old man, Sam 
Rook, so well known on 'Change in the war-time, 
discovers, at the end of five years, that his son has spent 
rather more than the four thousand pounds intended for 
his partnership, and cannot, in common justice to his 
other thirteen children, give him a shilling more. A 
pretty pass for flash young Tom Rook, with four horses 
in stable, a protemporaneous Mrs. Rook, very likely, in 
an establishment near the Regent's Park, and a bill for 
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three hundred and seventy-five pounds coming due on 
the fifth of next month. 

Sometimes young Rook is destined to the bar : and I 
am glad to introduce one of these gentlemen and his 
history to the notice of the reader. He was the son of 
an amiable gentleman, the Reverend Athanasius Rook, 
who took high honours at Cambridge in the year i : 
was a fellow of Trinity in the year 2 : and so continued 
a fellow and tutor of the College until a living fell 
vacant, on which he seized. It was only two hundred 
and fifty poimds a year ; but the &ct is» Athanasius was 
in love. Miss Gregory, a pretty, demure, simple 
'^^overness at Miss Mickle's establishment for. young 
ladies in Cambridge (where the reverend gentleman used 
often of late to take his tea), had caught the eye of the 
honest College tutor : and in Trinity walks, and up and 
down the Trumpington Road, he walked with her (and 
another young lady, of course), talked with her, and told 
his love. 

Miss Gregory had not a rap, as might be imagined ; 
but she loved Athanasius with her whole soul and 
strength, and was the most orderly, cheerful, tender, 
smiling, bustling little wife that ever a country parson was 
blest withal. Athanasius took a couple of pupils at a couple 
of hundred guineas each, and so made out a snug income ; 
ay, and laid by for a rainy day — a little portion for 
Harriet, when she should grow up and marry, and a help 
for Tom at College and at the bar. For you must know 
there were two little Rooks now growing in the Rookery ; 
and very happy were father and mother, I can tell you, 
to put meat down their tender little throats. Oh, if ever 
a man was good and happy, it was Athanasius ; if ever a 
inroman was happy and good, it was his wife : not the 
whole parish, not the whole county, not the whole 
kingdom, could produce such a snug rectory, or such a 
pleasant mhutge. 

Athanasius's fame as a scholar, too, was great ; and as 
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his charges were very high, and as he received but two 
pupils, there was, of course, much anxiety among wealthy 
parents to place their children under his care. Future 
squires, bankers, yea, lords and dukes, came to profit by 
his instructions, and were led by him gracefully over the 
* Asses' bridge ' into the sublime regions of mathematics, or 
through the svntax into the pleasant paths of classic lore. 

In the midst of these companions, Tom Rook grew 
up ; more fondled and petted, of course, than they ; 
cleverer than they ; as handsome, dashing, ^ovell- 
instructed a lad for his years as ever went to College to 
be a senior wrangler, and went down without any such 
honour. 

Fancy, then, our young gentleman installed at College, 
whither his father has taken him, and with fond veteran 
recollections has surveyed hall and grass-plots, and the 
old porter, and the old fountain, and the old rooms in 
which he used to live. Fancy the sobs of good little 
Mrs. Rook, as she parted with her boy ; and the tears of 
sweet pale Harriet, as she clung round his neqk, and 
brought him (in a silver paper, slobbered with many 
tears) a little crimson silk purse (with two guineas of her 
own in it, poor thing !). Fancy all this, and fancy young 
Tom, sorry too, but yet restless and glad, panting for the 
new life opening upon him ; the freedom, the joy of the 
manly struggle for fame, which he vows he will ^n. 
Tom Rook, in other words, is installed at Trinity 
College, attends lectures, reads at home, goes to chapel, 
uses wine-parties moderately, and bids fair to be one of 
the topmost men of his year. 

Tom goes down for the Christmas vacation. (What 
a man he is grown, and how his sister and mother quarrel 
which shall walk with him down the village ; and inrhat 
stories the old gentleman lugs out with his old port, and 
how he quotes ^schylus, to be sure !) The pupils are 
away too, and the three have Tom in quiet. Alas ! I 
fear the place has grown a little too quiet for Tom : 
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however, he reads very stoutly of mornings ; and sister 
Harriet peeps with a great deal of wonder into huge 
books of scribbling-paper, containing many strange 
diagrams, and complicated arrangements of x*s and /s. 

May comes, and the College examinations; the 
delighted parent receives at breakfast, on the lOth of that 
month, two letters, as follows : — 

From the Rev. Solomon Snorter to the Rev. Athanasius Rook. 

* Trinity : May to, 

'Dear Credo,* — I wish you joy. Your lad is the best 
man of his year, and I hope in four more to see him at our 
table. In classics he is, my dear friend, /aci/e princeps ; in 
mathematics he was run hard {entre nous) by a lad of the 
name of Snick, a Westmoreland man and a sizar. We must 
keep up Thomas to his mathematics, and I have no doubt we 
shall make a fellow and a wrangler of him. 

* I send you his college bill, jC'^Sv ^^' • I'ather heavy, but 
this is the first term, and that you know is expensive : I shall 
be glad to give you a receipt for it. By the way, the young 
man is rather too fond of amusement, and lives with a very 
expensive set. Give him a lecture on this score. — Yours, 

*SoL. Snorter.' 

Next comes Mr. Tom Rook's own letter : it is long, 
modest ; we only give the postscript : — 

^ P.S. — Dear Father, I forgot to say that, as I live in the 
very best set in the University (Lord Bagwig, the Duke's 
eldest son you know, vows he v^^ill give me a living), I have 
been led into one or two expenses which vnW frighten you : 
I lost £^0 to the Honourable Mr. Deuceace (a son of Lord 
Crabs) at Bagwig's, the other day, at dinner ; and owe ^54 
more for desserts and hiring horses, which I can't send into 
Snorter's bill.f Hiring horses is so deuced expensive ; next 
term I must have a nag of my own, that's positive.' 

* This it most probably a joke on the Christian name of Mr. Rook. 

•\ It is, or was, the custom for young gentleman at Cambridge to have 
unlimited credit with tradesmen, whom the College tutors paid, and then 
•cnt the bills to the parents of the young men. 
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The Reverend Athanasius read the postscript with 
much less gusto than the letter : however, Tom has done 
his duty, and the old gentleman won't balk his pleasure ; 
so he sends him ^^loo, with a ^Grod bless vou 1' and 
mamma adds, in a postscript, that ' he must always keep 
well with his aristocratic friends ; for he was made only 
for the best society/ 

A year or two passes on : Tom comes home for the 
vacations ; but Tom has sadly changed ; he has grown 
haggard and pale. At the second year's examination 
(owing to an unlucky illness) Tom was not classed at 
all ; and Snick, the Westmoreland man, has carried 
everything before him. Tom drinks more after dinner 
than his father likes ; he is always riding about and 
dining in the neighbourhood, and coming home quite 
odd, his mother says — ill-humoured, unsteady on his feet, 
and husky in his talk. The Reverend Athanasius begins 
to grow very very grave : they have high words, even 
the father and son ; and oh ! how Harriet and her 
mother tremble and listen at the study-door when these 
disputes are going on ! 

The last term of Tom's undergraduateship arrives : he 
is in ill health, but he will make a mighty efibrt to 
retrieve himself for his degree ; and early in the cold 
winter's morning, — late, late at night — he toils over his 
books : and the end is that, a month before the 
examination, Thomas Rook, Esquire, has a brain fever, 
and Mrs. Rook, and Miss Rook, and the Reverend 
Athanasius Rook, are sdl lodging at the ^ Hoop,' an inn in 
Cambridge town, and day and night round the couch of 
poor Tom. 

..... • • 

O sin, woe, repentance 1 O touching reconciliation 
and burst oftearson the part of son and&ther, when one 
morning at the parsonage, after Tom's recovery, the old 
gentleman produces a bundle of receipts, and says, with 
a broken voice, ' There, boy, don't be vexed about your 
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debts. Boys will be boys, I know, and I have paid all 
demands.' Everybody cries in the bouse at this news ; 
the mother and daughter most profusely, even Mrs. 
Stokes the old housekeeper, who shakes master's hand, 
and actually kisses Mr. Tom. 

Well, Tom begins to read a little for his fellowship, 
but in vain ; he is beaten by Mr. Snick, the Westmore- 
land man. He has no hopes of a living ; Lord Bagwig's 
promises were all moonshine. Tom must go to the bar ; 
and his father, who has long left off taking pupils, 
must take them again, to support his son in London. 

Why tell you what happens when there ? Tom 
lives at the West End of the town, and never goes near 
the Temple ; Tom goes to Ascot and Epsom along with 
his great friends ; Tom has a long bill with Mr. Rymell, 
another long bill with Mr. Nugee ; he gets into the 
hands of the Jews — ^and his father rushes up to London 
on the outside of the coach to find Tom in a spunging- 
house in Cursitor Street — the nearest approach he has 
made to the Temple during his three years' residence in 
London. 

I don't like to tell you the rest of the history. The 
Reverend Athanasius was not immortal, and he died a 
year after his visit to the spunging-house, leaving his son 
exactly one farthing, and his wife one hundred pounds a 
year, with remainder to his daughter. But, Heaven bless 
you I the poor things would never allow Tom to want 
while they had plenty, and they sold out and sold out the 
three thousand pounds, until, at the end of three years, 
there did not remain one single stiver of them ; and now 
Miss Harriet is a governess, with sixty pounds a year, 
supporting her mother, who lives upon fifty. 

As for Tom, he is a regular /eg now-— leading the life 
already described. When I met him last it was at 
Baden, where he was on a professional tour, with a 
carriage, a courier, a valet, a confederate, and a case of 
pistols. He has been in five duels, he has killed a man 
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who spoke lightlj about his honour ; and at French or 
English hazard, at billiards, at whist, at loo, karti^ Uind 
hooker, drawing straws, or beggar-my-ndghboiir, he 
will cheat you-^cheat you for a hundred pounds or for a 
guinea, and murder you afterwards if you like. 

Abroad, our friend takes military rank, and calls him- 
self Captain Rook ; when asked of what sendee, he says 
he was with Don Carlos or Queen Christina ; and 
certain it is that he was absent for a couple of years 
nobody knows where : he may have been with General 
Evans, or he may have been at the Sainte-P6kigie in Paris, 
as some people vow he was. 

We must wind up this paper with some remarks con- 
cerning poor little Pigeon. Vanity has been little 
Pigeon's failing through life. He is a linendraper's son, 
and has been left with money : and the silly fashionable 
works that he has read, and the silly female relatives that 
he has — {N,B, All young men with money have silly 
flattering she-relatives) — and the silly trips that he has 
made to watering-places, where he has scraped acquaint- 
ance with the honourable Tom Mountcoffeehouse, Lord 
Ballyhooly, the celebrated German Prince, Sweller 
Mobskau, and their like (all Captain Rooks in their 
way), have been the ruin of him. 

i have not the slightest pity in the world for little 
Pigeon. Look at him I See in what absurd finery the 
little prig is dressed. Wine makes his poor little head 
ache, but he will drink because it is manly. In mortal 
fear he puts himself behind a curvetting camelopard of a 
cab-horse ; or, perched on the top of a prancing 
dromedary, is borne through Rotten Row, when he 
would give the world to be on his own sofo, or with his 
own mamma and sisters, over a quiet pool of commerce 
and a cup of tea. How riding does scarify his poor little 
legs, and shake his poor little sides ! Smoking, how it 
does turn his little stomach inside out ; and yet smoke he 
will : Sweller Mobskau smokes ; Mountco£Feehouse 
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don't mind a cigar ; and as for Ballyhooly, he will puff 
you a dozen in a day, and says very truly that Pontet 
won't supply him with near such good ones as he sells 
Pigeon. The feet is, that Pontet vowed seven years ago 
not to give his Lordship a sixpence more credit ; and so 
the good-natured nobleman always helps himself out of 
Pigeon's box. 

On the shoulders of these aristocratic individuals, Mr. 
Pigeon is carried into certain clubs, or perhaps we should 
say he walks into them by the aid of these ^ legs.' But 
they keep him always to themselves. Captain Rooks 
must rob in companies ; but of course, the greater the 
profits, the fewer the partners must be. Three are 
positively requisite, however, as every reader must know 
who has played a game at whist : Number One to be 
Pigeon's partner, and curse his stars at losing, and pro- 
pose higher play, and ' settle ' with Number Two ; 
Number Three to transact business with Pigeon, and 
drive him down to the City to sell out. We have known 
an instance where, after a very good night's work, 
Number Three has bolted with the winnings altogether, 
but the practice is dangerous; not only disgraceful to 
the profession, but it cuts up your own chance afterwards, 
as no one will act with you. There is only one occasion 
on which such a manoeuvre is allowable. Many are 
sick of the profession, and desirous to turn honest men : 
in this case, when you can get a good coup^ five thousand 
say, bolt without scruple. One thing is clear, the other 
men must be mum, and you can live at Vienna comfort- 
ably on the interest of five thousand pounds. 

Well, then, in the society of these amiable confederates 
little Pigeon goes through that period of time which is 
necessary for the purpose of plucking him. To do this 
you must not, in most cases, tug at the feathers so as to 
hurt him, else he may be frightened, and hop away to 
somebody else : nor, generally speaking, will the feathers 
come out so easily at first as they will when he is used to 
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it, and then they drop in handfuls. Nor need you have 
the least scruple in so causing the little creature to 
moult artificially : if you don't, somebody else will : a 
Pigeon goes into the world fated, as Chateaubriand 
says — 

' Pigeon, il va subir le sort de tout pigeon.' 

He must be plucked, it is the purpose for which Nature 
has formed him : if you, Captain Rook, do not perform 
the operation on a green table lighted by two wax- 
candles, and with two packs of cards to operate with, 
some other Rook will : are there not railroads, and 
Spanish bonds, and bituminous companies, and Cornish 
tin mines, and old dowagers with daughters to marry ? 
If you leave him, Rook of Birchin Lane will have him 
as sure as fate : if Rook of Birchin Lane don't hit him. 
Rook of the Stock Exchange will blaze away both 
barrels at him, which, if the poor trembling flutterer 
escape, he will fly over and drop into the rookery, where 
dear old swindling Lady Rook and her daughters will 
find him and nestle him in their bosoms, and in that soft 
place pluck him until he turns out as naked as a cannon- 
ball. 

Be not thou scrupulous, O Captain ! Seize on 
Pigeon ; pluck him gently but boldly ; but, above all, 
never let him go. If he is a stout cautious bird, of 
course you must be more cautious ; if he is excessively 
silly and scared, perhaps the best way is just to take him 
round the neck at once, and strip the whole stock of 
plumage from his back. 

The feathers of the human pigeon being thus 
violently abstracted from him, no others supply their 
place : and yet I do not pity him. He is now only 
undergoing the destiny of pigeons, and is, I do believe, 
as happy in his plucked as in his feathered state. He 
cannot purse out his breast, and bury his head, and fen 
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his tail, and strut in the sun as if he were a turkey-cock. 
Under all those fine airs and feathers, he was but what 
he is now, a poor little meek, silly, cowardly bird, and 
his state of pride is not a whit more natural to him than 
his fallen condition. He soon grows used to it. He is 
too great a coward to despair ; much too mean to be 
frightened because he must live by doing meanness. He 
is sure, if he cannot fly, to fall somehow or other on his 
little miserable legs : on these he hops about, and 
manages to live somewhere in his own mean way. He 
has but a small stomach, and doesn't mind what food he 
puts into it. He spunges on his relatives ; or else just 
before his utter ruin he marries and has nine chilaren 
(and such a family ahvays lives) ; he turns bully most 
likely, takes to drinking, and beats his wife, who supports 
him, or takes to drinking too ; or he gets a little place, 
a very little place : you hear he has some tide-waitership, 
or is clerk to some new milk company, or is lurking 
about a newspaper. He dies, and a subscription is raised 
for the Widow Pigeon, and we look no more to find a 
likeness of him in his children, who are as a new race. 
Blessed are ye, little ones, for ye are born in poverty and 
may bear it, or surmount it and die rich. But woe to 
the pigeons of this earth, for they are born rich that they 
may die poor. 

The end of Captain Rook — for we must bring both 
him and the paper to an end — is not more agreeable, but 
somewhat more manly and majestic than the conclusion 
of Mr. Pigeon. If you walk over to the Queen's Bench 
Prison, I would lay a wager that a dozen such are to be 
found there in a moment. They have a kind of Lucifer 
look with them, and stare at you with fierce, twinkling, 
crow-footed eyes ; or grin from under huge grizzly 
moustaches, as they walk up and down in .their tattered 
brocades. What a dreadful activity is that of a mad- 
house, or a prison ! — a dreary flagged courtyard, a long 
dark room, and the inmates of it, like the inmates of the 
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menagerie cages, ceaselessly walking up and down! 
Mary Queen of ocots says very touchingly : — 

' Pour men mal estranger 
Je ne m'arreste en place ; 
Mais, j'en ay beau changer 
Si ma douleur n'efiace ! ' 

Up and down, up and down — the inward woe seems to 
spur the body onwards ; and I think in both madhouse 
and prison you will find plenty of specimens of our 
Captain Rook. It is fine to mark him under the 
pressure of this woe, and see how fierce he looks when 
stirred up by the long pole of memory. In these asylums 
the Rooks end their lives ; or, more happy, they die 
miserably in a miserable provincial town abroad, and for 
the benefit of coming Rooks they commonly die early ; 
you as seldom hear of an old Rook (practising his trade) 
as of a rich one. It is a short-lived trade : not merry, 
for the gains are most precarious, and perpetual doubt 
and dread are not pleasant accompaniments of a pro- 
fession ; — not agreeable either, for though Captain Rook 
does not mind being a scoundrel, no man likes to be con- 
sidered as such, and as such, he knows very well, does 
the world consider Captain Rook : not profitable, for the 
expenses of the trade swallow up all the profits of it, and 
in addition leave the bankrupt with certain habits that 
have become as nature to him, and which, to live, he 
must gratify. I know no more miserable wretch than 
our Rook in his autumn days, at dismal Calais or 
Boulogne, or at the Bench yonder, with a whole load of 
dis^ises and wants, that have come to him in the course 
of his profession : the diseases and wants of sensuality, 
always pampered, and now agonising for lack of its 
unnatural food ; the mind, which must think now, and 
has only bitter recollections, mortified ambitions, and 
unavailing scoundrelisms to con over ! Oh, Captain 
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Rook ! what nice ^chums' do you take with vou into 
prison ! what pleasant companions of exile follow you 
over th^ fines patrige^ or attend, the only watchers, round 
your miserable deathbed ! 

My son, be not a Pigeon in thy dealings with the 
world : — but it is better to be a Pigeon than a Rook. 



THE FASHIONABLE AUTHORESS 

Payihg a risit the other day to mj friend Timson, who, 
I need not tell the public, is editor of that famous 
evening pa^er, the **** (and let it be said that there 
is no more profitable acquaintance than a gentleman in 
Timson's situation, in whose office, at three o'clock daily, 
you are sure to find new books, lunch, magazines, and 
innumerable tickets for concerts and plays) : going, I 
say, into Timson's office, I saw on the table an immense 
paper cone or funnel, containing a bouquet of such a size, 
that it might be called a bosquet, wherein all sorts of rare 
geraniums, luscious magnolias, stately dahlias, and other 
floral produce were gathered together — a regular flower- 
stack. 

Timson was for a brief space invisible, and I was left 
alone in the room with the odours of this tremendous 
bow-pot, which filled the whole of the inky, smutty, 
dingy apartment with an agreeable incense. ^ O rus ! 
quando te aspiciam ? ' exclaimed I, out of the Latin 
Grammar, for imagination had carried me away to the 
country, and I was about to make another excellent and 
useful quotation (from the 14th book of the Iliad, 
madam), concerning ^ ruddy lotuses, and crocuses, and 
hyacinths/ when sdl of a sudden Tgnson appeared 
nis head and shoulders had, in fact, been engulfed ir 
the flowers, among which he might be compared to an) 
Cupid, butterfly, or bee. His little face was screwed uf 
into such an expression of comical delight and triumph 
that a Methodist parson would have laughed at it in the 
midst of a funeral sermon. 

324 
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* What are you giggling at i ' said Mr, Timson, 
assuming a high aristocratic air. 

^ Has the goddess Flora made you a present of that 
bower, wrapped up in white paper ; or did it come by 
the vulgar hands of yonder gorgeous footman, at whom 
all the Tittle printer's devils are staring in the passage i ' 

' Stu£F 1 ' said Timson, picking to pieces some rare 
exotic worth at the very least nfteenpence ; ^ a friend, 
inrho knows that Mrs. Timson and I are fond of these 
things, has sent us a nosegay, that's all.' 

I saw how it was. ^ Augustus Timson,' exclaimed I 
sternly, * the Pimlicoes have been with you ; if that 
footman did not wear the Pimlico plush, ring the bell 
and order me out ; if that three-cornered billet lying in 
your snufF-box has not the Pimlico seal to it, never ask 
me to dinner again.' 

' Well, if it doesy says Mr. Timson, who flushed as red 
as a peony, ' what is the harm ? Lady Fanny Flummery 
may send flowers to her friends, I suppose ? The con- 
servatories at Pimlico House are famous all the world 
over, and the Countess promised me a nosegay the very 
last time I dined there.' 

* Was that the day when she gave you a box of bon- 
bons for your darling little Ferdinand ? ' 

* No, another day.' 

^ Or the day when she promised you her carriage for 
Epsom Races ? ' 

'No.' 

' Or the day when she hoped that her Lucy and your 
Barbara- Jane might be acquainted, and sent to the latter 
from the former a new French doll and tea-things ? ' 

* Fiddlestick ! ' roared out Augustus Timson, 
Esquire: ^I wish you wouldn't come bothering here. 
I tell you that Lady Pimlico is my friend — my friend, 
mark you, and I will allow no man to abuse her in my 
presence ; I say again no man ! ' wherewith Mr. Timson 
plunged both his hands violently into his breeches- 
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pockets, looked me in the face sternly, and began 
jingling his keys and shillings about. 

At this juncture (it being about half-past three o'clock 
in the afternoon ), a one-horse chaise drove up to the **** 
office (Timson lives at Clapham, and comes in and out in 
this machine) — ^a one-horse chaise drove up ; and amidst 
a scuffling and crying of small voices, good-humoured 
Mrs. Timson bounced into the room. 

^ Here we are, deary,' said she : ^ we'll walk to the 
Mery weathers ; and Fve told Sam to be in Charles 
Street at twelve with the chaise : it wouldn't do, you 
know, to come out of the Pimlico box and have the 
people cry, ^' Mrs. Timson's carriage ! " for old Sam and 
the chaise.' 

Timson, to this loving and voluble address of his lady, 
gave a peevish puzzled look towards the stranger, as 
much as to say, * His here.' 

^ La, Mr. Smith ! and how do you do ? — So rude — I 
didn't see you : but the fact is, we are all in such a bustle ! 
Augustus has got Lady Pimlico's box for the " Puritani " 
to-night, and I vowed I'd take the children.' 

Those young persons were evidently from their costume 
prepared for some extraordinary festival. Miss Barbara- 
Jane, a young lady of six years old, in a pretty pink slip 
and white muslin, her dear little poll bristling over with 
papers, to be removed previous to the play ; while Master 
Ferdinand had a pair of nankeens (I can recollect Timson 
in them in the year 1825 — a great buck), and white silk 
stockings, which belonged to his mamma. His frill was 
very large and very clean, and he was fumbling per- 
petually at a pair of white kid gloves, which his mamma 
forbade him to assume before the opera. 

And ^Look here!' and 'Oh, precious!' and *Oh, 
my ! ' were uttered by these worthy people as they 
severally beheld the vast bouquet, into which Mrs. 
Timson's head flounced, just as her husband's had done 
before. 
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*I must have a greenhouse at the Snuggery, chat's 
positive, Timson, for Fm passionately fond of flowers — 
and how kind of Lady Fanny ? Do you know her 
Ladyship, Mr. Smith i ' 

' Indeed, madam, I don't remember having ever spoken 
to a lord or a lady in my life.' 

Timson smiled in a supercilious way. Mrs. Timson 
exclaimed, ^ La, how odd ! Augustus knows ever so 
many. Let's see, there's the Countess of Pimlico and 
Lady Fanny Flummery ; Lord Doldrum (Timson 
touched up his Travels, you know) ; Lord Gasterton, 
Lord Guttlebury's eldest son ; Lady Pawpaw (they say 
she ought not to be visited, though); Baron Strum — 
Strom — Strumpf ' 

What the baron's name was I have never been able to 
learn ; for here Timson burst out with a ' Hold your 
tongue, Bessy 1 ' which stopped honest Mrs. Timson's 
harmless prattle altogether, and obliged that worthy 
woman to say meekly, ^ Well, Gus, I did not think there 
was any harm in mentioning your acquaintance.' Good 
soul ! it was only because she took pride in her Timson 
that she loved to enumerate the great names of the 
persons who did him honour. My friend the editor was, 
in fact, in a cruel position, looking foolish before his old 
acquaintance, stricken in that unfortunate sore point in 
his honest good-humoured character. The man adored 
the aristocracy, and had that wonderful respect for a lord 
which, perhaps the observant reader may have remarked, 
especially characterises men of Timson's way of thinking. 

In old days at the club (we held it in a small public- 
house near the Coburg Theatre, some of us having free 
admissions to that place of amusement, and some of us 
living for convenience in the immediate neighbourhood 
of one of His Majesty's prisons in that quarter) — in old 
days, I say, at our spouting and toasted-cheese club, 
called ^ The Forum,' Timson was called Brutus Timson, 
and not Augustus, in consequence of the ferocious 
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republicanism which characterised him, and his utter 
scorn and hatred of a bloated do-nothing aristocracy. 
His letters in The Weekly Sentinel^ signed ' Lictor/ must 
be remembered by all our readers: he advocated the 
repeal of the Corn Laws, the burning of machines, the 
rights of labour, &c. &c., wrote some pretty defences of 
Robespierre, and used seriously to avow, when at ail in 
liquor, that in consequence of those ^ Lictor ' letters, 
Lord Castlereagh had tried to have him murdered, and 
thrown over Blackfriars Bridge. 

By what means Augustus Timson rose to his present 
exalted position it is needless here to state; suffice it, 
that in two years he was completely bound over neck- 
and-heels to the bloodthirsty aristocrats, hereditary 
tyrants, &c. One evening he was asked to dine with a 
Secretary of the Treasury (the **** is Ministerial, and 
has been so these forty-nine years) ; at the house of that 
Secretary of the Treasury he met a lord's son : walking 
with Mrs. Timson in the Park next Sunday, that Lord's 
son saluted him. Timson was from that moment a slave, 
had his coats made at the West End, cut his wife's 
relations (they are dealers in marine stores, and live at 
Wapping), and had his name put down at two Clubs. 

Who was the Lord's son ? Lord Pimlico's son, to be 
sure, the Honourable Frederick Flummery, who married 
Lady Fanny Foxy, daughter of Pitt Castlereagh, second 
Earl of Reynard, Kilbrush Castle, county Kildare* The 
Earl had been Ambassador in '14 : Mr. Flummery, his 
attach6 : he was twenty-one at that time, with the 
sweetest tuft on his chin in the world. Lady Fanny was 
only four-and-twenty, just jilted by Prince Scoron- 
concolo, the horrid man who had married Miss 
Solomonson with a plum. Fanny had nothing — 
Frederick had about seven thousand pounds* less. What 
better could the young things do than marry ? Marry 
they did, and in the most delicious secrecy. Old 
Reynard was charmed to have an opportunity of breaking 
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with one of his daughters for ever, and only longed for 
an occasion never to forgive the other nine. 

A wit of the Prince's time, who inherited and trans- 
mitted to his children a vast fortune of genius, was 
cautioned on his marriage to be very economical. 
' Economical ! ' said he ; ^ my wife has nothing, and I 
have nothing : I suppose a man can't live under that ! ' 
Our interesting pair, by judiciously employing the same 
capital, managed, year after year, to live very comfortably, 
until, at last, they were received into Pimlico House by 
the dowager (who has it for her life), where they live 
very magnificently. Lady Fanny gives the most 
magnificent entertainment in London, has the most 
magnificent equipage, and a very fine husband ; who has 
his equipage as fine as her Ladyship's ; his seat in the 
omnibus, while her Ladyship is in the second tier. They 
say he plays a good deal — ay, and pays, too, when he loses. 

And how, pr'y thee ? Her Ladyship is a Fashionable 
Authoress. She has been at this game for fifteen years ; 
during which period she has published forty-five novels, 
edited twenty-seven new magazines, and I don't know 
how many annuals, besides publishing poems, plays, 
desultory thoughts, memoirs, recollections of travel, and 
pamphlets without number. Going one day to church, 
a lady, whom I knew by her Leghorn bonnet and red 
ribbons, ruche with poppies and marigolds, brass ferron- 
niire, great red hands, black silk gown, thick shoes, and 
black silk stockings ; a lady, whom I knew, I say, to be a 
devotional cook, made a bob to me just as the psalm struck 
up, and ofiered me a share of her hymn-book. It was, — 

HEAVENLY CHORDS ; 

A COlLBCriON OP 

Sac1:e^ Strains, 

IBLBCTXPy COMrOSBUy AND BPITBO, MY THS 

LADY FRANCES JULIANA FLUMMERY. 
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— ^Being simply a collection of heavenly chords robbed 
from the lyres of Watts, Wesley, Brady and Tate, &c. ; 
and of sacred strains from the rare collection of Sternhold 
and Hopkins. Out of this, cook and I sang ; and it is 
amazing how much our fervour was increased by think- 
ing that our devotions were directed by a lady whose 
name was in the Red Book. 

The thousands of pages that Lady Fanny Flummery 
has covered with ink exceed all belief. You must have 
remarked, madam, in respect of this literary fecundity, 
that your amiable sex possesses vastly greater capabilities 
than we do ; and that while a man is painfully labouring 
over a letter of two sides, a lady will produce a dozen 
pages, crossed, dashed, and so beautifully neat and close, 
as to be well-nigh invisible. The readiest of ready pens 
has Lady Fanny ; her Pegasus gallops over hot-pressed 
satin so as to distance all gentlemen riders ; like Camilla, 
it scours the plain— of Bath, and never seems punished 
or fisitigued ; only it runs so fast that it often leaves all 
sense behind it ; and there it goes on, on, scribble, 
scribble, scribble, never flagging until it arrives at that 
fair winning-post on which is written * finis ' or, * the 
END ; ' and shows that the course, whether it be of novel, 
annual, poem, or what not, is complete. 

Now, the author of these pages doth not pretend to 
describe the inward thoughts, wajrs, and manner of 
being of my Lady Fanny, having made before that 
humiliating confession, that lords and ladies are personally 
unknown to him ; so that all milliners, butchers' ladies, 
dashing young clerks, and apprentices, or other persons 
who are anxious to cultivate a knowledge of the aristo- 
cracy, had better skip over this article altogether. But 
he hath heard it whispered, from pretty good authority, 
that the manners and customs of these men and women 
resemble, in no inconsiderable degree, the habits and 
usages of other men and women whose names are un- 
recorded by Debrett. Granting this, and that Lady 
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Fanny is a woman pretty much like another, the 
philosophical reader will be content that we rather 
consider her Ladyship in her public capacity, and 
examine her influence upon mankind in general. 

Her person, then, being thus put out of the way, her 
works, too, need not be very carefully sifted and criticised ; 
for what is the use of peering into a millstone, or making 
calculations about the figure o ? The woman has not, 
in fact, the slightest influence upon literature for good or 
for evil : there are a certain number of fools whom she 
catches in her flimsy traps ; and why not ? They are 
made to be humbugged, or how should we live i Lady 
Flummery writes everything : that is, nothing. Her 
poetry is mere wind ; her novels, stark nought ; her 
philosophy, sheer vacancy : how should she do any 
better than she does ? how could she succeed if she did 
do any better I If she did write well, she would not be 
Lady Flummery ; she would not be praised by Timson 
and the critics, because she would be an honest woman, 
and would not bribe them. Nay, she would probably be 
written down by Timson and Co., because, being an 
honest woman, she utterly despised them and their 
craft. 

We have said what she writes for the most part. In- 
dividually, she will throw off any number of novels that 
Messrs. Soap and Diddle will pay for ; and collectively, 
by the aid of self and friends, scores of * Lyrics of Loveli- 
ness,' ' Beams of Beauty,* ' Pearls of Purity,' &c. Who 
does not recollect the success which her ^ Pearls of the 
Peerage ' had i She is going to do the ' Beauties of the 
Baronetage ; ' then we shall have the ^ Daughters of the 
Dustmen,' or some such other collection of portraits. 
Lady Flummery has around her a score of literary 
gentlemen, who are bound to her, body and soul : give 
them a dinner, a smile from an opera-box, a wave of the 
hand in Rotten Row, and they are hers, neck and heels. 
Fidesj mijfliy &c. See, my son, with what a very small 



334 CHARACTER SKETCHES 

them, and afterwards disposed of them for a trifling sum 
to a relation — I believe his uncle. For this harmless 
freak, poor Sam was absolutely seized, tried at Clerken- 
well Sessions, and condemned to six months' useless 
rotatory labour at the House of Correction. ^ The poor 
fellow was bad enough before, sir,' said his &ther, con- 
fiding in our philanthropy ; ^ he picked up such a deal 
of slang among the stable-boys : but if you could hear 
him since he came from the mill 1 he knocks you down 
with it, sir. I am afraid, sir, of his becoming a regular 
prig : for though he's a 'cute chap, can read and write, 
and is mighty smart and handy, yet no one will take 
him into service, on account of that business of the 
breeches ! ' 

^ What, sir ! ' exclaimed we, amazed at the man's 
simplicity : ^ such a son, and you don't know what to do 
with him ! a 'cute fellow, who can write, who has been 
educated in a stable-yard, and has had six months' polish 
in a university — I mean a prison — and you don't know 
what to do with him ? Make a fashionable novelist of 
him, and be hanged to you ! ' And proud am I to say 
that that young man, every evening, after he comes 
home from his work (he has taken to street-sweeping in 
the day, and I don't advise him to relinquish a certainty) 
— proud am I to say that he devotes every evening to 
literary composition, and is coming out with a novel, in 
numbers, of the most fashionable kind. 

This little episode is only given for the sake of 
example : par exemple^ as our authoress would say, who 
delights in French of the very worst kind. The public 
likes only the extremes of society, and votes mediocrity 
vulgar. From the Author they will take nothing but 
Fleet Ditch ; from the Authoress, only the very finest 
of rose-water. I have read so many of her Ladyship's 
novels, that, egad ! now I don't care for anything under 
a marquis. Why the deuce should we listen to the 
intrigues, the misfortunes, the virtues, and conversations 
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of a couple of countesses, for instance, when we can have 
duchesses for our money ? What's a baronet i pish ! 
pish ! that great coarse red fist in his scutcheon turns 
file sick ! What's a baron ? a fellow with only one 
more ball than a pawnbroker ; and, upon my conscience, 
just as common. Dear Lady Flummery, in your next 
novel, give us no more of these low people ; nothing 
under strawberry leaves, for the mercy of Heaven ! 
Suppose, now, you write us 

ALBERT ; 

OK, 

WHISPERINGS AT WINDSOR. 

BY THE LADY FRANCIS FLUMMERY. 

There is a subject — fashionable circles, curious revela- 
tionSy exclusive excitement, &c. To be sure, you must 
here introduce a viscount, and that is sadly vulgar ; but 
we will pass him for the sake of the ministerial portefeuilky 
which is genteel. Then you might do ' Leopold ; or, 
the Bride of Neuilly \ ' * The Victim of Wurtemberg ; ' 
*01ga; or, the Autocrat's Daughter' (a capital title); 
* Henri ; or, Rome in the Nineteenth Century ; ' we 
can fancy the book, and a sweet paragraph about it in 
Timson's paper. 

• Henri, by Lady Frances Flummery. — ^Henri ! Who can 
he be ? a little bird whispers in our ear, that the gifted and 
talented Sappho of our hemisphere has discovered some curious 
particulars in the life of a certain young ehevalier^ whose 
appearance at Rome has so frightened the Court of the 
Tu-l-rics. Henri dc B-rd-ux is of an age when the young 
god can shoot his darts into the bosom with fatal accuracy ; 
and if the Marchesina degli Spinach! (whose portrait our 
lovely authoress has sung with a kindred hand) be as beauteous 
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ts the is represented (and ts all who have visited in the 
exclusive circles of the Eternal Gtj say she is), no wonder 
at her effect upon the Pr-nce. VerbuM saf. We hear that 
a few copies are still remaining. The enterprising publishers, 
Messrs. Soap 8c Diddle, have announced, we see, several other 
works by the same accomplished pen. 

This paragraph makes its appearance, in small type, 
in the ♦***, by the side, perhaps, of a disinterested re- 
commendation of bearVgrease, or some remarks on the 
extraordinary cheapness of plate in Cornhill. Well, 
two or three days after, my dear Timson, who has been 
asked to dinner, writes in his own hand, and causes to 
be printed in the largest type, an article to thafollowing 
effect : — 

' HENRI. 

. 'by lady f. flummery. 

• 

' This is another of the graceful evergreens which the fair 
fingers of Lady Fanny Flummery are continually strewing 
upon our path. At once profound and caustic, truthful and 
passionate, we are at a loss whether most to admire the manly 
grandeur of her Ladyship's mind, or the exquisite nymph-like 
delicacy of it. Strange power of fancy ! Sweet enchantress, 
that rules the mind at will : stirring up the utmost depths of 
it into passion and storm, or wreathing and dimpling its calm 
surface with countless summer smiles. As a great Bard of 
old Time has expressed it, what do we not owe to woman ? 

* What do we not owe her. More love, more happiness, 
more calm of vexed spirit, more truthful aid, and pleasant 
counsel ; in joy, more delicate sympathy ; in sorrow, more 
kind companionship. We look into her cheery eyes, and in 
those wells of love, care drowns ; we listen to her siren voice, 
and, in that balmy music, banished hopes come winging to 
the breast again.' 

This goes on for about three-quarters of a column : I 
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don't pretend to understand it : but with flowers, angels, 
Worcbworth's poems, and the old dramatists, one can 
never be wrong, I think; and though I have written 
the above paragraphs myself, and don't understand a word 
of them, I can t, upon my conscience, help thinking that 
they are mighty pretty writing. After, then, this has 
gone on for about three-quarters of a column (Timson 
does it in spare minutes, and fits it to any book that 
Lady Fanny brings out), he proceeds to particularise, 
thus : — 

' The gliding excitement which thrills through every fibre 
of the soul as we peruse these passionate pages, is almost too 
painful to bear. Nevertheless, one drains the draughts of 
poesy to the dregs, so deliciously intoxicating is its nature. 
We defy any man who begins these volumes to quit them ere 
he has perused each line. The plot may be briefly told as 
thus :^-Henri, an exiled Prince of Franconla (it is easy to 
understand the flimsy allegory), arrives at Rome, and is pre- 
sented to the sovereign PontiflF. At a feast given in his honour 
at the Vatican a dancing-girl (the loveliest creation that ever 
issued from poet's brain) is introduced, and exhibits some 
specimens of her art. The young Prince is instantaneously 
smitten with the charms of the Saltatrice ; he breathes into 
her ear the accents of his love, and is listened to with favour. 
He has, however, a rival, and a powerful one. The Pope has 
already cast his eye upon the Apulian maid, and burns with 
lawless passion. One of the grandest scenes ever writ occurs 
between the rivals. The Pope offers to Castanetta every 
temptation ; he will even resign his crown and marry her : 
but she refuses. The Prince can make no such offers ; he 
cannot wed her : " The blood of Borbone," he says, " may 
not be thus misallied." He determines to avoid her. In 
despair, she throws herself off" the Tarpeian rock ; and the 
Pope becomes a maniac. Such is an outline of this tragic 
tale. 

* Beside this fabulous and melancholy part of the narrative, 
which is unsurpassed, much is written in the gay and sparkling 
style for which our lovely author is unrivalled. The sketch 
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of the Marchesina degli Spinachi and her lover, the Duca di 
Gammoniy is delicious ; and the intrigue between the beautifal 
Princess Kalbsbraten and Count Bouterbrod is exquisitely 
painted ; everybody, Of course, knows who these characters 
are. The discovery of the manner in which Kartoffeln, the 
Saxon envoy, poisons the Princess's dishes, is only a graceful 
and real repetition of a story which was agitated throughout 
all the diplomatic circles last year. Schinken, the Westphalian, 
must not be forgotten ; nor Olla, the Spanish spy. How 
does Lady Fanny Flummery, poet as she is, possess a sense of 
the ridiculous and a keenness of perception which would do 
honour to a Rabelais or a Rochefoucauld ? To those who 
ask this question, we have one reply, and that an example : — 
Not among women 'tis true ; for till the Lady Fanny came 
among us, woman never soared so high. Not among women, 
indeed ! — but in comparing her to that great spirit for whom 
our veneration is highest and holiest, we offer no dishonour 
to his shrine : — in saying that he who wrote of Romeo and 
Desdemona might have drawn Castanetta and Enrico, we 
utter but the truthful expressions of our hearts ; in asserting 
that so long as Shakspbare lives, so long will Flummery 
endure 5 in declaring that he who rules in all hearts, and 
over all spirits and all climes, has found a congenial spirit, we 
do but justice to Lady Fanny — justice to him who sleeps by 
Avon ! * 

With which we had better, perhaps, conclude. Our 
object has been, in descanting upon the Fashionable 
Authoress, to point out the influence which her writing 
possesses over society, rather than to criticise her life. 
The former is quite harmless, and we don't pretend to 
be curious about the latter. The woman herself is not 
so blameable; it is the silly people who cringe at her 
feet that do the mischief, and, gulled themselves, gull 
the most gullible of publics. Think you, O Timson, 
that her Ladyship asks you for your beaux yeux or your 
wit ? Fool I you do think so, or try and think so ; and 
yet you know she loves not you, but the **** newspaper. 
Think, little Fitch, in your fine waistcoat, how dearly 
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you have paid for it I Think, M'Lather, how many 
smirks, and lies, and columns of good threehalfpence-a- 
line matter that big garnet pin has cost you ! The 
woman laughs at you, man — you, who fancy that she is 
smitten with you — laughs at your absurd pretensions, 
your way of eating fish at dinner, your great hands, your 
eyes, your whiskers, your coat, and your strange north- 
country twang. Down with this Delilah I Avaunt, O 
Circe ! giver of poisonous feeds. To your natural 
haunts, ye gentlemen of the press ! if bachelors, frequent 
your taverns, and be content. Better is Sally the waiter 
and the first cut of the joint, than a dinner of four courses 
and humbug therewith. Ye who are married, go to 
your homes ; dine not with those persons who scorn your 
wives. Go not forth to parties, that ye may act Tom 
Fool for the amusement of my Lord and my Lady ; but 
play your natural follies among your natural friends. 
Do this for a few years, and the Fashionable Authoress 
is extinct. O Jove, what a prospect ! She, too, has 
retreated to her own natural calling, being as much out 
of place in a book as you, my dear M^Lather, in a 
drawing-room. Let milliners look up to her ; let Howell 
& James swear by her ; let simpering dandies caper about 
her car ; let he write poetry if she likes^ but only for 
the most exclusive circles ; let mantua-makers puff her — 
but not men : let such things be, and the Fashionable 
Authoress is no more ! Blessed blessed thought ! No 
more fiddle-faddle novels ! no more namby-pamby poetry ! 
no more fribble * Blossoms of Loveliness ! ' When will 
you arrive, O happy Golden Age i 
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It is confidently stated that there was once a time when 
the quarter of Soho was thronged by the fashion of 
London. Many wide streets are there in the neighbour- 
hood, stretching cheerfully towards Middlesex Hospital 
in the north, bounded by Dean Street in the west, where 
the Lords and Ladies or William's time used to dwell, — 
till in Queen Anne's time, Bloomsbury put Soho out of 
fashion, and Great Russell Street became the pink of the 
mode. 

Both these quarters of the town have submitted to the 
awful rule of Nature, and are now to be seen undergoing 
the dire process of decay. Fashion has deserted Soho, 
and left her in her gaunt lonely old age. The houses 
have a vast, dingy, mouldy, dowager look. No more 
beaux, in mighty periwigs, ride by in gilded clattering 
coaches ; no more lacqueys accompany them, bearing 
torches, and shouting for precedence. A solitary police- 
man paces these solitary streets, — the only dandy in the 
neighbourhood. You hear the milkman yelling his milk 
with a startling distinctness, and the clack of a servant- 
girl's pattens sets people a-staring from the windows. 

With Bloomsbury we have here nothing to do ; but 
as genteel stockbrokers inhabit the neighbourhood of 
Regent's Park, — as lawyers have taken possession of 
Russell Square, — so artists have seized upon the desolate 
quarter of Soho. They are to be found in great numbers 
in Berners Street. Up to the present time naturalists 
have never been able to account for this mystery of their 
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residence. What has a painter to do with Middlesex 
Hospital ? He is. to be found in Charlotte Street, 
Fitzroy Square* And why? Philosophy cannot tell, 
any more than why milk is found in a cocoa-nut. 

Look at Newman Street. Has earth, in any dismal 
corner of her great round face, a spot more desperately 
gloomy ? The windows are spotted with wafers, hold- 
ing up ghastly bills, that tell you the house is ^ To Let.' 
Nobody walks there — not even an old-clothesman ; the 
first inhabited house has bars to the windows, and bears 
the name of ^Ahasuerus, officer to the Sheriff of 
Middlesex ; ' and here, above all places, must painters 
take up their quarters, — day by day must these reckless 
people pass Ahasuerus's treble gate. There was my poor 
friend Tom Tickner (who did those sweet things for 
' The Book of Beauty '). Tom, who could not pay his 
washerwoman, lived opposite the bailiff's, and could see 
every miserable debtor or grei^ Jew writ-bearer that 
went in or out of his door. The street begins with a 
bailiff^s, and ends with a hospital. I wonder how men 
live in it, and are decently cheerful, with this gloomy 
double-barrelled moral pushed perpetually into their 
faces. Here, however, they persist in living, no one 
knows why ; owls may still be found roosting in Netley 
Abbey, and a few Arabs are to be seen at the present 
minute in Palmyra. 

The ground-floors of the houses where painters live 
are mostly make-believe shops, black empty warehouses, 
containing fabulous goods. There is a sedan-chair 
opposite a house in Rathbone Place, that I have myself 
seen every day for forty-three years. The house has 
commonly a huge india-rubber-coloured door, with a 
couple of glistening brass plates and bells. A portrait 
painter lives on the first-floor ; a great historical genius 
inhabits the second. Remark the first-floor's middle 
drawing-room window ; it is four feet higher than its 
two companions, and has taken a fancy to peep into the 
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second-floor front* So much for the outward appearance 
of their habitations, and for the quarters in which they 
commonly dwell. They seem to love solitude, and their 
mighty spirits rejoice in vastness and gloomy ruin. 

I don't say a word here about those geniuses who 
frequent the thoroughfares of the town, and have 
picture- frames containing a little gallery of miniature 
peers, beauties, and general officers, in the Quadrant, 
the passages about St. Martin's Lane, the Strand, and 
Cheapside. Lord Lyndhurst is to be seen in many of 
these gratis exhibitions — Lord Lyndhurst cribbed from 
Chalon ; Lady Peel from Sir Thomas ; Miss Croker 
from the same ; thi Duke, from ditto ; an original 
officer in the Spanish Legion ; a colonel or so, of the 
Bunhill-Row Fencibles ; a lady on a yellow so^ with 
four children in little caps and blue ribands. We 
have all of us seen these pretty pictures, and are aware 
that our own features may be * done in this style.' 
Then there is the man on the chain-pier at Brighton, 
who pares out your likeness on sticking-plaster ; there is 
Miss Croke, or Miss Runt, who gives lessons in 
Poonah-painting, japanning, or mezzotinting ; Miss 
Stump, who attends ladies' schools with large chalk 
heads from Le Brun or the Cartoons ; Rubbery, who 
instructs young gentlemen's establishments in pencil ; 
and Sepio, of the Water-Colour Society, who paints 
before eight pupils daily, at a guinea an hour, keeping 
his own drawings for himself. 

All these persons, as the most indifferent reader must 
see, equally belong to the tribe of Artists (the last not 
more than the first), and in an article like this should be 
mentioned properly. But though this paper (has been 
extended from eight pages to sixteen, not a volume 
would suffice to do justice to the biographies of the 
persons above mentioned. Think of the superb Sepio, 
in a light-blue satin cravat, and a light-brown coat, and 
yellow kids, tripping daintily from Grosvenor Square to 
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Gloucester Place, a small sugar-loaf boy following, who 
carries his morocco portfolio. Sepio scents his hand- 
kerchief, curls his hair, and wears, on a great coarse fist, 
a large emerald ring that one of his pupils gave him. 
He would not smoke a cigar for the world ; he is always 
to be found at the opera ; and, gods 1 how he grins, and 
i^aggles his head about, as Lady Flummery nods to him 
from her box. 

He goes to at least six great parties in the season. At 
the houses where he teaches, he has a faint hope that he 
is received as an equal, and propitiates scornful footmen 
by absurd donations of sovereigns. The rogue has 
plenty of them. He has a stockbroker, and a power of 
guinea lessons stowed away in the Consols. There are 
a number of young ladies of genius in the aristocracy, 
who admire him hugely ; he begs you to contradict the 
report about him and Lady Smigsmag ; every now and 
then he gets a present of game from a marquis ; the City 
ladies die to have lessons of him ; he prances about the 
Park on a high-bred cocktail, with lacquered boots and 
enormous high heels ; and he has a mother and sisters 
somewhere — washerwomen, it is said, in Pimlico. 

How different is his fate to that of poor Rubbery, the 
school drawing-master ! Highgate, Homerton, Putney, 
Hackney, Hornsey, Turnham Green, are his resorts ; he 
has a select seminary to attend at every one of these 
places; and if, from all these nurseries of youth, he 
obtains a sufficient number of half-crowns to pay his 
week's bills, what a happy man is he I 

He lives most likely in a third floor in Howland Street, 
and has commonly five children, who have all a 
marvellous talent for drawing — ^all save one, perhaps, 
that is an idiot, which a poor sick mother is ever care- 
fidly tending. Sepio's great aim and battle in life is to 
be considered one of the aristocracy ; honest Rubbery 
would fain be thought a gentleman, too ; but, indeed, 
he does not know whether he is so or not. Why be a 
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gentleman ? — z, gentleman Artist does not obtain the 
wages of a tailor ; Rubbery's batcher looks down upon 
him with a royal scorn ; and his wife, poor gentle soul 
(a clergyman's daughter, who married him in the firm 
belief that her John would be knighted and make an 
immense fortune), — his wife, I say, has many fierce looks 
to suffer from Mrs. Butcher, and many meek excuses or 
prayers to profier, when she cannot pay her bill,*-or 
when, worst of all, she has humbly to beg for a little 
scrap of meat upon credit, against John's coming home. 
He has five-and-twenty miles to walk that day, and must 
have something nourishing when he ccunes in — he is 
killing himself, poor fellow, she knows he is ; and Miss 
Crick has promised to pay him his quarter's charge on 
the very next Saturday. ^Gentlefolks, indeed,' says 
Mrs. Butcher ; ^ pretty gentlefolks these, as can't pay 
for half-a-pound of steak !' Let us thank Heaven that 
the Artist's wife has her meat, however, — there is good 
in that shrill, fat, mottled-iaced Mrs. Brisket, after alL 

Think of the labours of that poor Rubbery. He was 
up at four in the morning, and toiled till nine upon 
a huge damp icy lithographic stone, — on which he has 
drawn the ' Star of the Wave,' or the ' Queen of the 
Tourney,' or, *She met at Almack's, for Lady 
Flummery's last new song. This done, at half-past nine, 
he is to be seen striding across Kensington Gardens, to 
wait upon the before-named Miss Crick, at Lamont 
House. Transport yourself in imagination to the 
Misses Kittle's seminary, Potzdam Villa, Upper 
Homerton, four miles from Shoreditch ; and at half-past 
two. Professor Rubbery is to be seen swinging along 
towards the gate. Somebody is on the look-out for him : 
indeed it is his eldest daughter Marianne, who has been 
pacing the shrubbery, and peering over the green railings 
this half-hour past. She is with the Misses Kittle on the 
^mutual system/ a thousand times more despised than 
the butchers' and the grocers' daughters, who are educated 
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on the same terms, and whose papas are warm men in 
Aldgate. Wednesday is the happiest day of Marianne's 
week : and this the happiest hour of Wednesday I 
Behold ! Professor Rubbery wipes his hot brows and 
kisses the poor thing, and they go in together out of the 
rain, and he tells her that the twins are well out of the 
me^es, thank Grod ! and that Tom has just done the 
Antinous, in a way that must make him sure of the 
Academy prize, and that mother is better of her 
rheumatism now* He has brought her a letter, in large 
round-hand, from Polly; a femous soldier, drawn by 
little Frank; and when, after his two hours' lesson. 
Rubbery is off again, our dear Marianne cons over the 
letter and picture a hundred times with soft tearful 
smiles, and stows them away in an old writing-desk, 
amidst a heap more of precious home relics, wretched 
trumpery scraps and baubles, that you and I, madam, 
would sneer at ; but that in the poor child's eyes (and, I 
think, in the eyes of One who knows how to value 
widows' mites and humble sinners' ofierings) are better 
than bank-notes and Pitt diamonds. O kind Heaven, 
that has given these treasures to the poor ! Many and 
many an hour does Marianne lie awake with full eyes, 
and yearn for that wretched old lodging in Howland 
Street, where mothers and brothers lie deeping; and, 
gods t what a fete it is, when twice or thrice in the year 
she comes home ! 

• •••••• 

I forget how many hundred millions of miles, for how 
many billions of centuries, how many thousands of 
decillions of angels, peris, houris, demons, afreets, and 
the like, Mahomet travelled, lived, and counted, during 
the time that some water was falling from a bucket to 
the ground ; but have we not been wandering most 
egregiously away from Rubbery, during the minute in 
which his daughter is changing his shoes, and taking off 
his reeking macintosh, in the hall of Poizdam Villa I 
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She thinks him the finest artist tint ever cot an H. B., 
that's positive : and as a drawing-master^ his mcriis art 
wonderful; for at the Misses &itde's annol ▼acation 
festival, when the young ladies' drawings arc adnbitcd 
to their mammas and relatives ( Rubbery attending in a 
clean shirt, with his wife's large brooch stock in it, and 
drinking negus alon^ with the very best); — at the 
annual festival, I say, it will be found that the sixty-four 
drawings exhibited -— * Tintern Abbey,' * Kenilworth 
Castle,* * Horse — from Carl Vernct,' 'Head — from 
West,' or what not (say sixteen of each sort) — are the 
one exactly as good as the other ; so that, althougjh Miss 
Slamcoe gets the prize, there is really no reason why 
Miss Timson, who is only four years old, should not 
have it \ her design being accurately stroke for stroke, 
tree for tree, curl for curl, the same as Miss Slamcoc's, 
who is eighteen. The fact is, that of these drawings, 
Rubbery, in the course of the year, has done every 
single stroke, although the girls and their parents are 
ready to take their affidavits (or, as I heard once a great 
female grammarian say, their affies davit) that the 
drawing-master has never been near the sketches. This 
is the way with them ; but mark ! — ^when young ladies 
come home, are settled in life, and mammas of ^milies, 
^-can they design so much as a horse, or a dog, or a 
^ moo*cow,* for little Jack who bawls out for them ? 
Not they 1 Rubbery 's pupils have no more notion of 
drawing, anv more than Sepio*s of painting, when that 
eminent artist is away. 

Between these two gentlemen, lie a whole class of 
teachers of drawing, who resemble them more or less. 
I am ashamed to say that Rubbery takes his pipe in the 
parlour of a hotel, of which the largest room is devoted 
to the convenience of poor people, amateurs of British 
gin : whilst Sepio trips down to the Club, and has a pint 
of the smallest claret : but of course the tastes of men 
vary i and you find them simple or presuming, careless 
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or prudent, natural and vulgar, or false and atrociously 
genteel, in all ranks and stations of life. 

As for the other persons mentioned at the beginning 

of this discourse, viz., the cheap portrait-painter, the 

portrait-cutter in sticking-plaster, and Miss Croke, the 

teacher of mezzotint and Poonah-painting, — nothing 

need be said of them in this place, as we have to speak of 

matters more important. Only about Miss Croke, or 

about other professors of cheap art, let the reader most 

sedulously avoid them. Mezzotinto is a take-in, 

Poonah-painting a rank, villainous deception. So is 

* Grecian art without brush or pencils.' These are only 

small mechanical contrivances, over which young ladies 

are made to lose time. And now, having disposed of 

these small skirmishers who hover round the great body 

of Artists, we are arrived in presence of the main force, 

that we must begin to attack in form. In the ^ partition 

of the earth,' as it has been described by Schiller, the 

reader will remember that the poet, finding himself at 

the end of the general scramble without a single morsel 

of plunder, applied passionately to Jove, who pitied the 

poor fellow's condition, and complimented him with a 

seat in the Empyrean. ^ The strong and the cunning,' 

rys Jupiter, * have seized upon the inheritance of the 

Ady whilst thou wert star-gazing and rhyming : not 

one single acre remains wherewith I can endow thee ; but, 

in revenge, if thou art disposed to visit me in my own 

heaven, come when thou wilt, it is alwavs open to thee.' 

The cunning and strong have scrambled and struggled 
more on our own little native spot of earth than in any 
other place on the world's surface ; and the English poet 
(whether he handles a pen or a pencil) has little other 
refuge than that windy unsubstantial one which Jove 
has vouchsafed to him. Such airy board and lodging is, 
however, distasteful to many ; who prefer, therefore, to 
give up their poetical calling, and, in a vulgar beef-eating 
world, to feed upon and fight for vulgar beef. 

z 
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For such persons (among the class of painters), it may ' 
be asserted that portrait-painting was invented. It is 
the Artist's compromise with heaven ; ' the light of 
common day,' in which, after a certain quantity of 
'travel from the East,' the genius &des at last. Abbe 
Barthelemy (who sent Le Jcune Anacharsis travelling 
through Greece in the time of Plato, — traveiling through 
ancient Greece in lace ruffles, red heels, and a pig-tail), 
— Abbe Barthelemy, I say, declares that somebody was 
once standing against a wall in the sun, and that some- 
body else traced the outline of somebody's shadow ; and 
so painting was 'invented.' Angelica Kaufimann has 
made a neat picture of this neat subject ; and very well 
worthy she was of handling it. Her painting might giov/ 
out of a wall and a piece of charcoal ; and honest 
Barthelemy might be satisfied that he had here traced 
the true origin of the art. What a base pedigree have 
these abominable Greek, French, and High -Dutch 
heathens invented for that which is divine ! — a wall, ye 
gods, to be represented as the father of that which came 
down radiant from you ! The man who invented such 
a blasphemy ought to be impaled upon broken bottles, or 
shot ofF pitilessly by spring-guns, nailed to the bricks like 
a dead owl or a weasel, or tied up— a kind of vulgar 
Prometheus — and baited for ever by the house-dog. 

But let not our indignation carry us too far. Lack of 
genius in some, of bread in others, of patronage in a 
shop-keeping world, that thinks only of the useful, and 
is little inclined to study the sublime, has turned tfaotisands 
of persons calling themselves, and wishing to be. Artists, 
into so many common &ce-paintcrs, who must look out 
for the 'kalon ' in the fat features of a red-gilled Alder- 
man, or, at best, in a pretty, simpering, white-necked 
beauty from ' Almack's.' The dangerous charms of these 
tatter, especially, have seduced away many painters ; and 
we often think that this very physical superiority which 
English ladies possess, this tempting brilliancy of health 
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and complexion, which belongs to them more than to 
any others, has operated upon our Artists as a serious 
disadvantage, and kept them from better things. The 
French call such beauty < La beaute du Diable ; ' and a 
devilish power it has truly; before our Armidas and 
Helens how many Rinaldos and Parises have fallen, who 
are content to forget their glorious calling, and slumber 
away their energies in the laps of these soft tempters. 
O ye British enchantresses. I never see a gilded annual 
book without likening it to a small island near Cape 
Pelorus, in Sicily, whither, by twanging of harps, sing- 
ing of ravishing melodies, glancing of voluptuous eyes, 
and the most beautiful fashionable undress in the world, 
the naughty sirens lured the passing seaman. Steer clear 
of them, ye Artists ! pull, pull for your lives, ye crews of 
Suffolk Street and the Water-Colour Gallery ! stop your 
ears, bury your eyes, tie yourselves to the mast, and 
away with you from the gaudy smiling ^ Books of Beauty.' 
Land, and you are ruined ! Look well among the flowers 
on yonder beach — it is whitened with the bones of 
painters. 

For my part, I never have a model under seventy, and 
her with several shawls and a cloak on. By these means 
the imagination gets fair play, and the morals remain 
unendangered. 

Personalities are odious ; but let the British public 
look at the pictures of the celebrated Mr. Shalloon — the 
moral British public — and say whether our grandchildren 
(or the grandchildren of the exalted personages whom 
Mr. Shalloon paints) will not have a queer idea of the 
manners of their grandmammas, as they are represented 
in the most beautiful, dexterous, captivating water-colour 
drawings that ever were ? Heavenly powers, how they 
simper and ogle ! with what gimcracks of lace, ribbons, 
ferronniires, smelling-bottles, and what not, is every one 
of them overloaded. What shoulders, what ringlets, 
what funny little pug-dogs do they most of them exhibit 
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to lit 1 The days of Lancret and Watteau arc lived 
over again, and the Court ladies of the time of Queen 
Victoria look as moral as the immaculate countesses of 
the days of Louis Quinsc. The last President of the 
Royal Academy • is answerable for many sins, and many 
imitators ; especially for that gay, simpering, meretricious 
look which he managed to give to every lady who sat to 
him for her portrait ; and I do not know a more curious 
contrast than that which may be perceived by any one 
who will examine a collection of his portraits by the side 
of some by Sir Joshua Reynolds. They seem to have 
painted ditfercnt races of people ; and when one hears 
very old gentlemen talking of the superior beauty that 
existed in their early days (as very old gentlemen, from 
Nestor downwards, have and will), one is inclined to 
believe that there is some truth in what they say ; at 
least, that the men and women under George the Third 
were far superior to their descendants in the time of 
George the Fourth. Whither has it fled — that calm 
matronly grace, or beautiful virgin innocence, which 
belonged to the happy women who sat to Sir Joshua? 
Sir Thomas's ladies are ogling out of their gilt frames, 
and asking us for admiration ; Sir Joshua's sit quiet, in 
maiden meditation fancy free, not anxious for applause, 
bui sure to command it ; a thousand times more lovely 
in their sedate serenity than Sir Thomas's ladies in their 
smiles, and their satin ball-dresses. 

But this is not the general notion, and the ladies 
prefer the manner of the modern Artist. Of course, 
^uch being the case, the painters must follow the ^hion. 
One could point out half-a-dozen Artists who, at Sir 
Thomas's death, have seized upon a shred of his some- 
^hst t^^^^y mantle. There is Carmine, for instance, a 
n,j f no small repute, who will stand as the repre- 
scflf ve of hisclass. 

p '^•ijic h'S had the usual education of a painter in 

*'"'^ • Sir Thoiiua Liwreoce. 
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this country : he can read and write — that is, has spent 
years drawing the figure — and has made his foreign tour. 
It may be that he had original talent once, but he has 
learned to forget this, as the great bar to his success ; 
and must imitate, in order to live. He is among Artists 
vehat a dentist is among surgeons — a man who is 
employed to decorate the human head, and who is paid 
enormously for so doing. You know one of Carmine's 
beauties at any exhibition, and see the process by which 
they are manufactured. He lengthens the noses, widens 
the foreheads, opens the eyes, and gives them the proper 
languishing leer ; diminishes the mouth, and infallibly 
tips the ends of it with a pretty smile of his favourite 
colour. He is a personable, white-handed, bald-headed, 
middle-aged man now, with that grave blandness of look 
which one sees in so many prosperous empty-headed 
people. He has a collection of little stories and Court 
gossip about Lady This, and ^ my particular friend. Lord 
So-and-So/ which he lets off in succession to every 
sitter : indeed, a most bland, irreproachable, gentleman- 
like man. He gives most patronising advice to young 
Artists, and makes a point of praising all — not certainly 
too much, but in a gentlemanlike, indifferent, simpering 
way. This should be the maxim with prosperous 
persons, who have had to make their way, and wish to 
keep what they have made. They praise everybody, 
and are called good-natured benevolent men. Surely no 
benevolence is so easy ; it simply consists in lying, and 
smiling, and wishing everybody well. You will get to 
do so quite naturally at last, and at no expense of truth. 
At first, when a man has feelings of his own — feelings 
of love or of anger — this perpetual grin and good-humour 
is hard to maintain. I used to imagine, when I first 
knew Carmine, that there were some particular springs 
in his wig (that glossy, oily, curly crop of chestnut hair) 
that pulled up his features into a smile, and kept the 
muscles so fixed for the day. I don't think so now, and 
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should say he grinned, even when he was asleep and his 
teeth were out ; the smile does not lie in the manu- 
facture of the wig, but in the construction of the brain. 
Claude Carmine has the organ of don^t'care-a-damn^ativeness 
wonderfully developed ; not that reckless don't-care-a- 
damn-ativeness which leads a man to disregard all the 
world, and himself into the bargain. Claude stops before 
he comes to himself; but beyond that individual member 
of the Royal Academy, has not a single sympathy for a 
single human creature. The account of his friends' 
deaths, woes, misfortunes, or good-luck, he receives with 
equal good-nature ; he gives three splendid dinners per 
annum, — Gunter, Dukes, Fortnum and Mason, every- 
thing ; he dines out the other three hundred and sixty- 
two days in the year, and was never known to give away 
a shilling, or to advance, for one half-hour, the forty 
pounds per quarter wages that he gives to Mr. Scumble, 
who works the backgrounds, limbs, and draperies, of his 
portraits. 

He is not a good painter : how should he be whose 
painting as it were never goes beyond a whisper, and 
who would make a general simpering as he looked at an 
advancing cannon-ball ? — but he is not a bad painter, 
being a keen respectable man of the world, who has a 
cool head, and knows what is what. In France, where 
tigerism used to be the fashion among the painters, I 
make no doubt Carmine would have let his beard and 
wig grow, and looked the fiercest of the fierce ; but with 
us a man must be genteel ; the perfection of style (in 
writing and in drawing-rooms) being * de ne pas en avoir^ 
Carmine of course is agreeably vapid. His conversation 
has accordingly the flavour and briskness of a clear, 
brilliant, stale bottle of soda-water, — once in five minutes 
or so, you see rising up to the surface a little bubble — a 
little tiny shining point of wit — it rises and explodes 
feebly, and then dies. With regard to wit, people of 
fashion (as we are given to understand) are satisfied with 
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a mere saupfon of it. Anjrthing more were indecorous ; 
a genteel stomach could not bear it : Carmine knows 
the exact proportions of the dose, and would not venture 
to administer to his sitters anything beyond the requisite 
quantity. 

There is a great deal more said here about Carmine — 
the man, than Carmine — the Artist ; but what can be 
^vritten about the latter ? New ladies in white satin, 
nei¥^ Generals in red, new Peers in scarlet and ermine, 
and stout members of Parliament pointing to inkstands 
and sheets of letter-paper, with a Turkey-carpet beneath 
them, a red curtain above them, a Doric pillar support- 
ing them, and a tremendous storm of thunder and 
lightning lowering and flashing in the background, 
spring up every year, and take their due positions ^ upon 
the line ' in the Academy, and send their complements 
of hundreds to swell Carmine's heap of Consols. If he 
paints Lady Flummery for the tenth time, in the 
character of the tenth Muse, what need have we to say 
anything about it ? The man is a good workman, and 
"Will manufacture a decent article at the best price ; but 
we should no more think of noticing each, than of 
virriting fresh critiques upon every new coat that Nugee 
or Stultz turned out. The papers say, in reference to 
his picture *No. 591. ''Full-length portrait of her 
Grace the Duchess of Doldrum. Carmine, R.A.'' 
Mr. Carmine never fails ; this work, like all others by 
the same artist, is excellent.' — Or, ' No. 591, &c. The 
lovely Duchess of Doldrum has received from Mr. 
Carmine's pencil ample justice; the chiar* oscuro of the 
picture is perfect ; the likeness admirable ; the keeping 
and colouring have the true Titianesque gusto ; if we 
might hint a fault, it has the left ear of the lap-dog a 
*' little " out of drawing. ' 

Then, perhaps, comes a criticism which says : — ' The 
Duchess of Doldrum's picture by Mr. Carmine is neither 
better nor worse than five hundred other performances 
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brush so obstinate ? — wcrj likdj ; but the public — the 
public ? are we not to do our duty by it too ? and aided 
lyy our superior knowledge and genius for the fine arts, 
point out to it the way it should go ? Yes, surely ; and 
a.s by the e£Forts of dull or interested critics many bad 
painters have been palmed off upon the nation as 
geniuses of the first degree ; in like manner, the 
sagacious and disinterested (like some we could name) 
have endeavoured to provide this British nation with pure 
principles of taste,^-or, at least, to prevent them fi'om 
adopting such as are impure. 

Carmine, to be sure, comes in for very little abuse ; 
and, indeed!, he deserves but little. He is a fashionable 
painter, and preserves the golden mediocrity which is 
necessary for the fashion. Let us bid him good-bye. 
He lives in a house all to himself, most likely, — has a 
footman, sometimes a carriage ; is apt to belong to the 
* Athensemn ; ' and dies universally respected : that is, 
not one single soul cares for him dead, as he, living, did 
not care for one single soul. 

Then, perhaps, we should mention M^Gilp, or Blather, 
rising young men, who will fill Carmine's place one of 

these days, and occupy his house in , when the fulness 

of time shall come, and (he borne to a narrow grave 
in the Harrow Road by the whole mourning Royal 
Academy), they shall leave their present first-floor in 
Newman Street, and step into his very house and shoes. 
There is little difference between the juniors and 
the seniors : they grin when they are talking of him 
together, and express a perfect confidence that they can 
paint a head against Carmine any day — as very likely 
they can. But until his demise, they are occupied with 
painting people about the Regent's Park and Russell 
Square ; are very glad to have the chance of a popular 
clergyman, or a college tutor, or a mayor of Stoke- Pogis 
after the Reform Bill. Such characters are commonly 
mezzotinted afterwards ; and the portrait of our esteemed 
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townsman So-and^So, by that talented armt Mr. MKjtlp, 
of London, is favourabty noticed bjr the pitmiicial press, 
and is to be found over the sideboards o^ many country 
gentlemen. If they come up to town, to whom do they 
gof To M^Gilp, to be sure; and thus, slowly, his 
practice and his prices increase. 

The Academy student is a personage that should not 
be omitted here ; he resembles very much, outwardly, 
the medical student, and has many of the tatter's habits 
and pleasures. He very often wears a broad-brimmed hat 
and a fine dirty crimson velvet waistcoat, his hair 
commonly grows long, and he has braiding to his 
pantaloons. He works leisurely at the Academy, he 
loves theatres, billiards, and novek, and has his house-of- 
call somewhere in the neighbourhood of St. Martin's 
Lane, where he and his brethren meet and sneer at 
Royal Academicians. If you ask him what line of art he 
pursues, he answers with a smile exceedingly supercilious, 
^ Sir, I am an historical painter ; ' meaning that he will 
onlv condescend to take subjects from Hume, or 
RoDertson, or from the classics — which he knows nothing 
about. This stage of an historical painter is only pre- 
paratory, lasting perhaps from eighteen to five-and- 
twenty, when the gentleman's madness begins to 
disappear, and he comes to look at life sternly in the face, 
and to learn that man shall not live by historical painting 
alone. Then our friend falls to portrait-painting or 
animal-painting) or makes some other such sad com- 
promise with necessity. 

He has probably a small patrimony, which defrays the 
charge of his studies and cheap pleasures during his period 
of apprenticeship. He makes the obligi tour to France 
and Italy, and returns from those countries with a 
multitude of spoiled canvases, and a large pair of 
moustaches, with which he establishes himself in one of 
the dingy streets of Soho before mentioned. There is 
poor Pipson, a man of indomitable patience, and undying 
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enthusiasm for his profession. He could paper Exeter 
Hall with his studies from the life, and with portraits in 
chalk and oil of French sapeurs and Italian brigands, that 
kindly descend from their mountain-caverns, and quit 
their murderous occupations, in order to sit to young 

fentlemen at Rome, at the rate of tenpence an hour. 
ipson returns from abroad, establishes himself, has his 
cards printed, and waits and waits for commissions for 
great historical pictures. Meanwhile, night after night, 
he is to be found at his old place in the Academy, 
copying the old life-guardsman — working, working away 
— and never advancing one jot. At eighteen, Pipson 
copied statues and life-guardsmen to admiration ; at five- 
and-thirty he can make admirable drawings of life- 
guardsmen and statues. Beyond this he never goes ; 
year after year his historical picture is returned to him by 
the envious Academicians, and he grows old, and his little 
patrimony is long since spent ; and he earns nothing 
himself. How does he support hope and life ? — that is 
the wonder. No one knows until he tries (which God 
forbid he should I) upon what a small matter hope and 
life can be supported. Our poor fellow lives on from 
year to year in a miraculous way ; tolerably cheerful in 
the midst of his semi-starvation, and wonderfully con- 
fident about next year, in spite of the failures of the last 
twenty-five. Let us thank God for imparting to us, 
poor weak mortals, the inestimable blessing of vanity. 
How many half-witted votaries of the arts — poets, 
painters, actors, musicians — live upon this food, and 
scarcely any other ! If the delusion were to drop from 
Pipson s eyes, and he should see himself as he is, — if some 
malevolent genius were to mingle with his feeble brains 
one fatal particle of common sense, — he would just walk 
ofF Waterloo Bridge, and abjure poverty, incapacity, cold 
lodgings, unpaid baker's bills, ragged elbows, and deferred 
hopes, at once and for ever. 

We do not mean to depreciate the profession of 
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historical painting, but simply to warn youth against it 
as dangerous and unprofitable. It is as if a young fellow 
should say, ^ I will be a Raffiielle or a Titian, — a Milton 
or a Shakspeare,' and if he will count up how many 
people have lived since the world began, and how many 
there have been of the Rafiaelle or Shakspeare sort, he 
can calculate to a nicety what are the chances in his 
favour. Even successful historical painters, what are 
they ?— in a worldly point of view, they mostly inhabit 
the second-floor, or have great desolate studios in back 
premises, wbither life-guardsmen, old-clothesmen, blacka- 
moors, and other ^ properties ' are conducted, to figure at 
full-length as Roman conquerors, Jewish high-priests, or 
Othellos on canvas. Then there are gay smart water- 
colour painters, — a flourishing and pleasant trade. Then 
there are shabby, fierce-looking geniuses, in ringlets, and 
all but rags, who paint, and whose pictures are never 
sold, and who vow they are the objects of some general 
and scoundrelly conspiracy. There are landscape- 
painters, who travel to the uttermost ends of the earth 
and brave heat and cold, to bring to the greedy British 
public views of Cairo, Calcutta, St. Petersburg, 
Timbuctoo. You see English artists under the shadow 
of the Pyramids, making sketches of the Copts, perched 
on the backs of dromedaries, accompanying a caravan 
across the desert, or getting materials for an annual in 
Iceland or Siberia. What genius and what energy do 
not they all exhibit — these men, whose profession, in this 
wise country of ours, is scarcely considered as liberal ! 

If we read the works of the Reverend Doctor 
Lempriere, Monsieur Winckelmann, Professor Plato, 
and others who have written concerning the musty old 
Grecians, we shall find that the Artists of those barbarous 
times meddled with all sorts of trade besides their own, 
and dabbled in fighting, philosophy, metaphysics, both 
Scotch and German, politics, music, and the deuce knows 
what, A rambling sculptor, who used to go about 
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giving lectures in those days, Socfates by name, declared 
that the wisest of men in his time were Artists. This 
Plato, before mentioned, went through a regahr course 
of drawing, figure and landscape, black-lead, chalk, with 
or without stump, sepia, water-colour, and oils. Was 
there ever such absurdity known ? Among these be* 
flighted heathens, painters were the most accomplished 
gentlemen, — and the most accomplished gentlemen were 
painters : the former would make you a speech, or Tcad 
you a dissertation on Kant, or lead you a regiment, — with 
the very best statesman, philosopher, or soldier in Athens. 
And they had the folly to say, that by thus busying and 
accomplishing themselves in all manly studies, they were 
advancing eminently in their own peculiar one. What 
was the consequence ? Why, that fellow Socrates not 
only made a miserable fifth-rate sculptor,but was actually 
hanged for treason. 

And serve him right. Do our young artists study 
anything beyond the proper way of cutting a pencil, or 
drawing a model ? Do you hear of them hard at work 
over books, and bothering their brains with musty 
learning ? Not they, forsooth : we understand the 
doctrine of division of labour, and each man sticks to his 
trade. Artists do not meddle with the pursuits of the 
rest of the world ; and, in revenge, the rest of the 
world does not meddle with Artists. Fancy an Artist 
being a senior wrangler or a politician ; and, on the 
other hand, foncy a real gentleman turned painter ! 
No, no ; ranks are defined. A real gentleman may get 
money by the law, or by wearing a red coat and fightine, 
or a black one and preaching ; but that he should sell 
himself to y/rf— forbid it. Heaven ! And do not let 
your Ladyship on reading this cry * Stuff ! — stupid envy, 
rank republicanism, — an artist is a gentleman.' Madam, 
would you like to see your son, the Honourable Fitzroy 
Plantagenet, a painter ? You would die sooner ; the 
escutcheon of the Smigsmags would be blotted for ever, 
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if Plantagenet ever ventured to make a mercantile use 
of a bladder of paint. 

Time was — some hundred years back — when writers 
lived in Grub Street, and poor ragged Johnson shrank 
behind a screen in Cave's parlour — that the author's 
trade was considered a very mean one, which a gentle- 
man of family could not take up but as an amateur. 
This absurdity is pretty nearly worn out now, and I do 
humbly hope and pray for the day when the other shall 
likewise disappear. If there be any nobleman with a 
talent that way, why — why don't we see him among the 
R.A.'s? 

-^. T'L c u i«. *. fBrum, Henry, Lord, R.A.^ 

50.. The Schoolmaster \ F±s.,sXof the National 

Sketch taken abroad J^ i„,time of France. 

502. View of the Artist's ) Maconkey, Right Honourable 

Residence at Windsor J T.B. 

503. Murder of the Babes in JKufaS^ Honourable Sir 

e ower . . ^ Robert. 

504. A Little Agitation . O'Carrol, Daniel, M.R.I. A 

Fancy, I say, such names as these figuring in the 
Catalogue of the Academy : and why should they not \ 
The real glorious days of the art (which wants equality 
and not patronage) will revive then. Patronage — a 
plague on the word ! — it implies inferiority ; and in the 
name of all that is sensible, why is a respectable country 
gentleman, or a city attorney's lady, or any person of any 
rank, however exalted, to * patronise 'an Artist? 

There are some who sigh for the past times, when 
magnificent swaggering Peter Paul Rubens (who him- 
self patronised a queen) rode abroad with a score of 
gentlemen in his train, and a purse-bearer to scatter 
^ucats ; and who love to think how he was made an 
^nglish knight and a Spanish grandee, and went of 
embassies as if he had been a born marquis. Sweet it is 
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to remember, too, that Sir Antony Vandyck, K.B., 
actually married out of the peerage: and that when 
T'itian dropped his mahlstick, the Emperor Charles V. 
picked it up (O gods ! what heroic self-devotion) — picked 
it up, saying, ^ I can make fifty dukes, but not one 
Titian.' Nay, was not the Pope of Rome going to make 
Rafiiaelle a Cardinal, — and were not these golden days ? 

Let us say at once, ' No.' The very fuss made about 
certain painters in the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries 
shows that the body of Artists had no rank or position in 
the world. They hung upon single patrons : and every 
man who holds his place by such a tenure must feel him- 
self an inferior, more or less. The times are changing 
now, and as authors are no longer compelled to send 
their works abroad under the guardianship of a great man 
and a slavish dedication, painters, too, are beginning to 
deal directly with the public. Who are the great 
picture-buyers now ? — the engravers and their employers, 
the people, — 'the only source of legitimate power,' as 
they say af^er dinner. A fig then for Cardinal's hats ! 
Were Mr. O'Connell in power to-morrow, let us hope 
he would not give one, not even a paltry bishopric in 
partibus^ to the best painter in the Academy. What 
need have they of honours out of the profession ? Why 
are they to be be-knighted like a parcel of aldermen ? — 
for my part, I solemnly declare, that I will take nothing 
under a peerage, after the exhibition of my great picture, 
and don't see, if painters must have titles conferred upon 
them for eminent services, why the Marquis of Mulready 
or the Earl of Landseer should not sit in the House as 
well as any law or soldier lord. 

The truth to be elicited from this little digressive dis- 
sertation is this painful one, — that young Artists are not 
generally as well instructed as they should be ; and let 
the Royal Academy look to it, and give some sound 
courses of lectures to their pupils on literature and history, 
as well as on anatomy, or light and shade. 
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CHAPTER I 



Mr. and Mrs. FiTzROvTiMMiNslive in Liltiput Street, 
that neat little street which runs at right angles with the 
Parle and Brobdingnag Gardens. It is a verj' genteel 
neighbourhood, and I need not say they are of a good 
family. 

Especially Mrs. Timmins, as her mamma is always 
telling Mr. T. Thnr arc Suffolk people, and distantly 
related to the Right Honourable the Earl of Bungay. 

Besides his house in Lilliput Street, Mr. Timmins has 

36s 
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chambers in Fig-tree Court, Temple, and goes the 
Northern Circuit. 

The other day, when there was a sh'ght difference 
about the payment of fees between the great Parliamentary 
Counsel and the Solicitors, Stoke and Pogers, of Great 
George Street, sent the papers of the Lough Foyle and 
Lough Corrib Junction Railway to Mr. Fitzroy Timmins, 
who was so elated that he instantly purchased a couple of 
looking-glasses for his drawing-rooms (the front room is 
1 6 by 12, and the back, a tight but elegant apartment, 
10 ft. 6 by 8 ft. 4), a coral for the baby, two new dresses 
for Mrs. Timmins, and a little rosewood desk, at the 
Pantechnicon, for which Rosa had long been sighing, 
with crumpled legs, emerald-green and gold morocco top, 
and drawers all over. 

Mrs. Timmins is a very pretty poetess (her * Lines to 
a Faded Tulip* and her * Plaint of Plinlimmon ' appeared 
in one of last year's Keepsakes) ; and Fitzroy, as he 
impressed a kiss on the snowy forehead of his bride, 
pointed out to her, in one of the innumerable pockets of 
the desk, an elegant ruby-tipped pen, and six charming 
little gilt blank books, marked ^ My Books,' which Mrs. 
Fitzroy might fill, he said (he is an Oxford man, and 
very polite), *with the delightful productions of her 
Muse.' Besides these books, there was pink paper, 
paper with crimson edges, lace paper, all stamped with 
R. F. T. (Rosa Fitzroy Timmins) and the hand and 
battle-axe, the crest of the Timminses (and borne at 
Ascalon by Roaldus de Timmins, a crusader, who is now 
buried in the Temple Church, next to Serjeant Snooks), 
and yellow, pink, light-blue, and other scented sealing- 
waxes, at the service of Rosa when she chose to correspond 
with her friends. 

Rosa, you may be sure, jumped with joy at the sight 
of this sweet present ; called her Charles (his first name 
is Samuel, but they have sunk that) the best of men ; 
embraced him a great number of times, to the edification 
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of her buttony little page, who stood at the landing ; 
suid as soon as he was gone to chambers, took the new 
pen and a sweet sheet of paper, and began to compose a 
poem. 

^What shall it be about?' was naturally her first 
thought. ^What should be a young mother's first 
inspiration ? ' Her child lay on the sofa asleep before 
her ; and she began in her neatest hand — 

* LINES 

* ON MY SON, BUNGAY DE BRACY GASHLEIOH TYMMYNSy 

AGED TEN MONTHS. 

' Tuiiday. 
*• How beautiful ! how beautiful thou seemest. 
My boy, my precious one, my rosy babe ! 
Kind angels hover round thee, as thou dreamest ; 
Soft lashes hide thy beauteous azure eye which gleamest.' 

^ Gleamest ? thine eye which gleamest ? Is that 
grammar?' thought Rosa, who had puzzled her little 
brains for some time with this absurd question, when the 
baby woke. Then the cook came up to ask about 
dinner ; then Mrs. Fundy slipped over from No. 27 (they 
are opposite neighbours, and made an acquaintance 
through Mrs. Fundy's macaw) ; and a thousand things 
happened. Finally, there was no rhyme to babe except 
Tippoo Saib (against whom Major Gashleigh, Rosa's 
grandfather, had distinguished himself), and so she gave 
up the little poem about her De Bracy. 

Nevertheless, when Fitzroy returned from chambers 
to take a walk with his wife in the Park, as he peeped 
through the rich tapestry hanging which divided the two 
drawing-rooms, he found his dear girl still seated at the 
desk, and writing, writing away with her ruby pen as 
fast as it could scribble. 

* What a genius that child has ! ' he said ; ' why, she 
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is a second Mrs. Norton ! ' and advanced smiling to peep 
over her shoulder and see what pretty thing Rosa was 
composing. 

It was not poetry, though, that she was writing, and 
Fitz read as follows : — 

*LiLLiPUT Street: Tuesday y imd May. 

* Mr. and Mrs. Fitzroy Tymmyns request the pleasure of 
Sir Thomas and Lady Kicklebury's company at dinner on 
Wednesday, at yj o'clock/ 

^ My dear 1 ' exclaimed the barrister, pulling a long 
face. 

^ Law, Fitzroy,' cried the beloved of his bosom, ^ how 
you do startle one ! ' 

^ Give a dinner-party with our means ! ' said he. 

* Ain't you making a fortune, you miser ? ' Rosa said. 
' Fifteen guineas a day is four thousand five hundred a 
year ; I've calculated it.' And, so saying, she rose and, 
taking hold of his whiskers (which are as fine as those of 
any man of his circuit), she put her mouth close up 
against his and did something to his long face, which 
quite changed the expression of it ; and which the little 
page heard outside the door. 

< Our dining-room won't hold ten,' he said. 

* We'll only ask twenty, my love. Ten are sure to 
refuse in this season, when everybody is giving parties. 
Look, here is the list.' 

^Earl and Countess of Bungay, and Lady Barbara 
Saint Mary's.* 

* You are dying to get a lord into the house,' Timmins 
said (he has not altered his name in Fig-tree Court yet, 
and therefore I am not so affected as to call him 
Tymmyns). 

^ Law, my dear, they are our cousins, and must be 
asked,' Rosa said. 
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^Let us put down my sister and Tom Crowder, 
Chen.' 

^ Blanche Crowder is really so very fat, Fitzroy/ his 
^\fc said, ^ and our rooms are so vtry small/ 

Fitz laughed. ' You little rogue,' he said, ' Lady 
Bungay weighs two of Blanche, even when she's not in 
the f ' 

* Fiddlesticks ! ' Rosa cried out. * Doctor Crowder 
really cannot be admitted : he makes such a noise 
eating his soup, that it is really quite disagreeable.' 
And she imitated the gurgling noise performed by 
the Doctor while inhausting his soup, in such a 
funny way, that Fitz saw inviting him was out of the 
question. 

' Besides, we mustn't have too many relations,' Rosa 
went on. ' Mamma, of course, is coming. She doesn't 
like to be asked in the evening ; and she'll bring her 
silver bread-basket and her candlesticks, which are very 
rich and handsome.' 

* And you complain of Blanche for being too stout ! ' 
groaned out Timmins. 

^Well, well, don't be in a pet,' said little Rosa. 
* The girls won't come to dinner ; but will bring 
their music afterwards.' And she went on with the 
list. 

*Sir Thomas and Lady Kicklebury, 2. No saying 
no ; we must ask them, Charles. They are rich people, 
and any room in their house in Brobdingnag Gardens 
would swallow up our humble cot. But to people in 
our position in society they will be glad enough to 
come. The City people are glad to mix with the old 
families.' 

* Very good,' says Fitz, with a sad face of assent — ^and 
Mrs. Timmins went on reading her list. 

' Mr. and Mrs. Topham Sawyer, Belgravine Place.' 
^ Mrs. Sawyer hasn't asked you all the season. She 
gives herself the airs of an empress j and when * 
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^ One's Member, you know, my dear, one must have,* 
Rosa replied, with much dignity ; as if the presence of 
the representative of her native place would be a protec- 
tion to her dinner. And a note was written and trans- 
ported by the page early next morning to the mansion 
of the Sawyers, in Belgravine Place. 

The Topham Sawyers had just come down to break- 
fast : Mrs. T. in her large dust-coloured morning dress 
and Madonna front (she looks rather scraggy of a 
morning, but I promise you her ringlets and figure ixrill 
stun you of an evening) ; and having read the note, the 
following dialogue passed : — 

Mrs. lopham Sawyer. *WeIl, upon my word, I don't 
know where things will end. Mr. Sawyer, the 
Timminses have asked us to dinner.' 

Mr. Topham Sawyer. ' Ask us to dinner ! What 
d impudence ! ' 

Mrs. Topham Sawyer. ' The most dangerous and 
insolent revolutionary principles are abroad, Mr. Sawyer ; 
and I shall write and hint as much to these persons.' 

Mr. Topham Sawyer. * No, d it, Joanna : they 

are my constituents and we must go. Write a civil 
note, and say we will come to their party.' (He resumes 
the perusal of * 'ITie Times^ and Mrs. Topham Sawyer 
writes) — 

' My DBAR Rosa, — We shall have great pleasure in joining 
your little party. I do not reply in the third person, as toe 
are old friendsj you know, and country neighbours. I hope 
your mamma is well : present my kindest remembrances to her, 
and I hope we shall see much more of each other in the 
summer, when we go down to the Sawpits (for going abroad 
is out of the question in these dreadful times). With a 
hundred kisses to your dear little pety 

* Believe me your attached 

'J.T.S.' 
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She said pit^ because she did not know whether Rosa's 
child was a girl or boy : and Mrs. Timmins was very 
xxiuch pleased with the kind and gracious nature of the 
reply to her invitation. 



CHAPTER II 

T^HE next persons whom little Mrs. Timmins was bent 
upon askingi were Mr. and Mrs. John Rowdy, of the 
firm of Stumpy, Rowdy & Co., of Brobdingnag Gardens, 
of the Prairie, Putney, and of Lombard Street, City. 

Mrs. Timmins and Mrs. Rowdy had been brought up 
at the same school together, and there was always a little 
rivalry between them, from the day when they contended 
for the French prize at school to last week, when each 
had a stall at the Fancy Fair for the benefit of the 
Daughters of Decayed Muffin-men ; and when Mrs. 
Timmins danced against Mrs. Rowdy in the Scythe 
Mazurka at the Polish Ball, headed by Mrs. Hugh 
Slasher. Rowdy took twenty-three pounds more than 
Timmins in the Muffin transaction (for she had possession 
of a kettle-holder worked by the hands of R-y-lty, which 
brought crowds to her stall) ; but in the Mazurka, Rosa 
conquered : she has the prettiest little foot possible 
(which in a red boot and silver heel looked so lovely that 
even the Chinese ambassador remarked it), whereas Mrs. 
Rowdy's foot is no trifle, as Lord Cornbury acknowledged 
when it came down on his Lordship's boot-tip as they 
danced together amongst the Scythes. 

^ These people are ruining themselves,' said Mrs. John 
Rowdy to her husband, on receiving the pink note. It 
was carried round by that rogue of a buttony page in the 
evening ; and he walked to Brobdingnag Gardens and in 
the Park afterwards, with a yoimg lady who is kitchen- 
maid at 27, and who is not more than fourteen years 
older than little Buttons. 
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^ These people are ruining themselves,' said Mrs. 
John to her husband. ^Rosa says she has asked the 
Bungays.' 

^Bungays indeed! Timmins was alwa)rs a tuft- 
hunter,' said Rowdy, who had been at college with the 
barrister, and who, for his own part, has no more 
objection to a lord than you or I have ; and adding, 
* Hang him, what business has he to be giving parties ? ' 
allowed Mrs. Rowdy, nevertheless, to accept Rosa's 
invitation. 

^ When I go to business to-morrow, I will just have a 
look at Mr. Fitz's account,' Mr. Rowdy thought ; ^ and if 
it is overdrawn, as it usually is, why ' The an- 
nouncement of Mrs. Rowdy's brougham here put an 
end to this agreeable train of thought ; and the banker 
and his lady stepped into it to join a snug little family- 
party of two-and-twenty, given by Mr. and Mrs. 
Secondchop at their great house on the other side of the 
Park. 

^ Rowdys 2, Bungays 3, ourselves and mamma 3, 2 
Sawyers,' calculated little Rosa. 

* General Gulpin,' Rosa continued, ^ eats a great deal, 
and is very stupid, but he looks well at table with his star 
and ribbon. Let us put him down ! ' and she noted 
down ^ Sir Thomas and Lady Gulpin, 2. Lord Castle- 
mouldy, I.' 

^You will make your party abominably genteel and 
stupid,' groaned Timmins. ^ Why don't you ask some 
of our old friends ? Old Mrs. Portman has asked us 
twenty times, I am sure, within the last two years.' 

^ And the last time we went there, there was pea-soup 
for dinner ! ' Mrs. Timmins said, with a look of ineffable 
scorn. 

* Nobody can have been kinder than the Hodges have 
always been to us ; and some sort of return we might 
make, I think.' 

^ Return, indeed ! A pretty sound it is on the staircase 
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to bear ** Mr. and Mrs. 'Odge and Miss 'Odges " pro- 
nounced by Billiter, who always leaves bis A's out. No, 
no : see attorneys at your chambers, my dear — but what 
could the poor creatures do in our society ? ' And so, one 
by one, Timmins's old friends were tried and eliminated 
by Mrs. Timmins, just as if she had been an Irish 
Attorney-General, and they so many Catholics on Mr. 
Mitchell's jury. 

Mrs. Fitzroy insisted that the party should be of her 
very best company. Funnyman, the great wit, was 
asked, because of his jokes ; and Mrs. Butt, on whom 
he practises ; and Potter, who is asked because everybody 
else asks him ; and Mr. Ranville Ranville of the Foreign 
Office, who might give some news of the Spanish 
squabble; and Botherby, who has suddenly sprung up 
into note because he is intimate with the French Revolu- 
tion, and visits Ledru-Rollin and Lamartine. And 
these, with a couple more who are amis de la maison, made 
up the twenty, whom Mrs. Timmins thought she 
might safely invite to her little dinner. 

But the deuce of it was, that when the answers to the 
invitations came back, everybody accepted ! Here was 
a pretty quandary. How they were to get twenty into 
their dining-room was a calculation which poor Timmins 
could not solve at all ; and he paced up and down the 
little room in dismay. 

^ Pooh ! ' said Rosa, with a laugh. ' Your sister 
Blanche looked very well in one of my dresses last year ; 
and you know how stout she is. We will find some 
means to accommodate them all, depend upon it.' 



Mrs. John Rowdy's note to dear Rosa, accepting the 
latter's invitation, was a very gracious and kind one ; and 
Mrs. Fitz showed it to her husband when he came back 
from chambers. But there was another note which had 
arrived for him by this time from Mr. Rowdy — or rather 
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from the firm ; and to the efiect that Mr. F. Timr 
had overdrawn his account ^28, i8s. 6d., and 
requested to pay that sum to his obedient serv 
Stumpy, Rowdy & Co. 



And Timmins did not like to tell his wife th 
contending parties in the Lough Foyle and 
Corrib Railroad had come to a settlement, and t 
fifteen guineas a day had consequently determir 
have hsid seven days of it, though,' he though* 
that will be enough to pay for the desk, the din 
the glasses, and make all right with Stumpy & F 



CHAPTER III 

The cards for dinner having been issued, it be , 
duty of Mrs. Timmins to make further arra 
respecting the invitations to the tea-party wbi 
follow the more substantial meal. 

These arrangements are difficult, as any h 
who is in the habit of entertaining her friend 



People who are offended if you ask them to 
others have been asked to dinner ; 

People who are offended if you ask them to 
and cry out furiously, ' Good heavens ! Jar 
why do these Timminses suppose that I am - 

dinner-table to attend their soirie?^ 

reader may fill up the to any strength 

to his liking) — or, * Upon my word, William 
is too much to ask us to pay twelve shil •^•.- 
brougham, and to spend I don't know ho "^ -r^ 
gloves, just to make our curtseys in Mrs. Tiir^ ^^ 
drawing-room.' Mrs. Moser made the la' -^. 
about the Timmins aflkir, while the former ** ^^ ^ 
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by Mr. Grumpley, bsmistcr-at-law, to his lady,* in 
Gloucester Place. 

That there are people who are offended if you don't 
ask them at all, is a point which I suppose nobody will 
question. Timmins's earliest Ariend in life was Simmins, 
whose wife and family have taken a cottage at Mortlake 
for the .season. 

* We can't ask them to come out of the country,' 
Rosa said to her Fitzroy — (between ourselves, she was 
delighted that Mrs. Simmins was out of the way, and 
was as jealous of her as every well-regulated woman 
should be of her husband's female friends) — ^we can't 
ask them to come so far for the evening.' 

'Why, no, certainly,' said Fitzroy, who has himself 
no very great opinion of a tea-party; and so the 
Simminses were cut out of the list. 

And what was the consequence ? The consequence 
was, that Simmins and Timmins cut when they met at 
Westminster ; that Mrs. Simmins sent back all the books 
which she had borrowed from Rosa, with a withering 
note of thanks ; that Rosa goes about saying that Mrs. 
Simmins squints ; that Mrs. S., on her side, declares that 
Rosa is crooked, and behaved shamefully to Captain 
Hicks in marrying Fitzroy over him, though she was 
forced to do it by her mother, and prefers the Captain to 
her husband to this day. If, in a word, these two men 
could be made to fight, I believe their wives would not 
be displeased ; and the reason of all this misery, rage, 
and dissension, lies in a poor little twopenny dinner-party 
in Lilliput Street. 

Well, the guests, both for before and after meat, 
having been asked, old Mrs. Gashleigh, Rosa's mother — 
(and, by consequence, Fitzroy 's dear mother-in-law, 
though I promise you that * dear ' is particularly sarcastic) 
— Mrs. Grashleigh of course was sent for, and came with 
Miss Eliza Gashleigh, who plays on the guitar, and 
Emily, who limps a little, but plays sweetly on the 
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concertina. They live close by — trust them for that. 
Your mother-in-law is always within hearing, thank our 
stars For the attention of the dear women. The Grash- 
leighs, I say, live close by, and came early on the morn- 
ing after Rosa's notes had been issued for the dinner. 

When Fitzroy, who was in his little study, which 
opens into his little dining-room — one of those absurd 
little rooms which ought to be called a gentleman's 
pantry, and is scarcely bigger than a shower-bath, or a 
state cabin in a ship — when Fitzroy heard his mother-in- 
law's knock, and her well-known scuffling and chattering 
in the passage — ^in which she squeezed up young Buttons, 
the page, while she put questions to him regarding baby, 
and the cook's health, and whether she had taken what 
Mrs. Gashleigh had sent overnight, and the housemaid's 
health — and whether Mr. Timmins had gone to 
chambers or not — and when, after this preliminary 
chatter. Buttons flung open the door, announcing — 
^Mrs. Gashleigh and the young ladies,' Fitzoy laid 
down his Times newspaper with an expression that had 
best not be printed here, and took his hat and walked 
away. 

Mrs. Gashleigh has never liked him since he left ofF 
calling her Mamma, and kissing her. But he said he 
could not stand it any longer — he was hanged if he 
would. So he went away to chambers, leaving the field 
clear to Rosa, Mamma, and the two dear girls. 

— Or to one of them, rather : for before leaving the 
house, he thought he would have a look at little Fitzroy 
upstairs in the nursery, and he found the child in the 
hands of his maternal aunt Eliza, who was holding him 
and pinching him as if he had been her guitar, I suppose ; 
so that the little fellow bawled pitiftilly — and his father 
finally quitted the premises. 

No sooner was he gone, although the party was still a 
fortnight ofF, than the women pounced upon his little 
study, and began to put it in order. Some of his papers 
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they pushed up over the bookcase, some they put behind 
the Encyclopaedia, some they crammed into the drawers 
— vvrhere Mrs. Gashleigh found three cigars, which she 
pocketed, and some letters, over which she cast her eye ; 
and by Fitz's return they had the room as neat as possible, 
and the best glass and dessert-service mustered on the 
study table. 

It was a very neat and handsome service, as you may be 
sure Mrs. Gashleigh thought, whose rich uncle had 
purchased it for the young couple, at Spode & Copeland's ; 
but it was only for twelve persons. 

It was agreed that it would be, in all respects, cheaper 
and better to purchase a dozen more dessert-plates ; and 
with ^ my silver basket in the centre,' Mrs. G. said (she 
is always bragging about that confounded bread-basket), 
' we need not have any extra china dishes, and the table 
will look very pretty.* 

On making a roll-call of the glass, it was calculated 
that at least a dozen or so tumblers, four or five dozen 
wines, eight water-bottles, and a proper quantity of ice- 
plates, were requisite ; and that, as they would always be 
useful, it would be best to purchase the articles immedi- 
ately. Fitz tumbled over the basket containing them, 
which stood in the hall, as he came in from chambers, 
and over the boy who had brought them — and the little 
bill. 

The women had had a long debate, and something 
like a quarrel, it must be owned, over the bill of fare. 
Mrs. Gashleigh, who had lived a great part of her life in 
Devonshire, and kept house in great state there, was 
famous for making some dishes, without which, she 
thought, no dinner could be perfect. When she 
proposed her mock-turtle, and stewed pigeons, and 
gooseberry cream, Rosa turned up her nose — a pretty 
little nose it was, by the way, and with a natural turn 
that direction. 

^ Mock-turtle in June, mamma 1 ' said she. 
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^ It was good enough for your grandfather, Rosa,' the 
mamma replied : ^ it was good enough for the Lord 
High Admiral, when he was at Plymouth ; it was good 
enough for the first men in the country, and relished by 
Lord Fortyskewer and Lord Rolls; Sir Lawrence 
Porker ate twice of it after Exeter Races ; and I think it 
might be good enough for ' 

* I will not have it, mamma ! ' said Rosa, with a stamp 
of her foot ; and Mrs. Gashleigh knew what resolution 
there was in that. Once, when she had tried to physic 
the baby, there had been a similar fight between them. 

So Mrs. Gashleigh made out a cartej in which the 
soup was left with a dash — a melancholy vacuuoi ; and 
in which the pigeons were certainly thrust in amongst 
the entries i but Rosa determined they never should 
make an entree at all into her dinner-party, but that she 
would have the dinner 'her own way. 

When Fitz returned, then, and after he had paid the 
little bill of ^6, 14s. 6d. for the glass, Rosa flew to him 
with her sweetest smiles, and the baby in her arms. 
And after she had made him remark how the child grew 
every day more and more like him, and after she had 
treated him to a number of compliments and caresses, 
which it were positively fulsome to exhibit in public, and 
after she had soothed him into good-humour by her art- 
less tenderness, she began to speak to him about some 
little points which she had at heart. 

She pointed out with a sigh how shabby the old 
curtains looked since the dear new glasses which her 
darling Fitz had given her had been put up in the 
drawing-room. Muslin curtains cost nothing, and she 
must and would have them. 

The muslin curtains were accorded. She and Fitz 
went and bought them at Shoolbred's, when you may be 
sure she treated herself likewise to a neat, sweet, pretty 
half-mourning (for the Court, you know, is in mourning) 
— a neat sweet barege^ or calimanco, or bombazine, or 
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tifiEany^ or some such thing ; but Madame Camille, of 
Regent Street, made it up, and Rosa looked like an 
angel in it on the night of her little dinner. 

^ And, my sweet,' she continued, after the curtains 
had been accorded, ^ Mamma and I have been talking 
about the dinner. She wants to make it very expensive, 
i^hich I cannot allow. I have been thinking of a 
delightful and economical plan, and you, my sweetest 
Fitz, must put it into execution. 

^ I have cooked a mutton-chop when I was in 
chambers,' Fitz said, with a laugh. ^ Am I to put on a 
cap and an apron ? ' 

^ No : but you are to go to the Megatherium Club 
( inrhere, you wretch, you are always going without my 
leave), and you are to beg Monsieur Mirobolant, your 
famous cook, to send you one of his best aides-de-campy 
as I know he will, and with his aid we can dress the 
dinner and the confectionery at home for almost nothing, 
and we can show those purse-proud Topham Sawyers and 
Rowdys that the humhle cottage can furnish forth an 
elegant entertainment as well as the gilded halls of 
^nrealth.' 

Fitz agreed to speak to Monsieur Mirobolant. If 
Rosa had had a &ncy for the cook of the Prime Minister, 
I believe the deluded creature of a husband would have 
asked Lord John for the loan of him. 



CHAPTER IV 

FrrzROY Timmins, whose taste for wine is remarkable 
for so young a man, is a member of the committee of the 
Megatherium Club, and the great Mirobolant, good- 
natured as all great men are, was only too happy to 
oblige him. A young friend and protigi of his, of 
considerable merit, M. Cavalcadour, happened to be 
disengaged through the lamented death of Lord 

2 B 
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Hauncher, with whom young Cavalcadour had made his 
dAut as an artist. He had nothing to refuse to his 
master, Miroboknt, and would impress himself to be 
useful to a gntmut so distinguished as Monsieur 
Timmins. Fitz went away as pleased as Punch with 
this encomium of the great Mirobolant, and was one of 
those who voted against the decreasing of Mirobolant's 
salary when the measure was proposed by Mr. Parings, 
Colonel Close, and the Screw party in the committee of 
the dub. 

Faithful to the promise of his great master, the 
youthful Cavalcadour called in Lilliput Street the next 
day. A rich crimson velvet waistcoat, with buttons of 
blue glass and gold, a variegated blue satin stock, over 
which a graceful mosaic chain hung in glittering folds, a 
white hat worn on one side of his long curling ringlets, 
redolent with the most delightful hair-oil — one of those 
white hats which looks as if it had been just skinned — 
and a pair of gloves not exactly of the colour of beurre 
frais^ but of beurre that has been up the chimney, with a 
natty cane with a gilt knob, completed the upper part, at 
any rate, of the costume of the young fellow whom the 
page introduced to Mrs. Timmins. 

Her mamma and she had been just having a dispute 
about the gooseberry-cream when Cavalcadour arrived. 
His presence silenced Mrs. Gashleigh; and Rosa, in 
carrying on a conversation with him in the French 
language — which she had acquired perfectly in an 
elegant4inishing establishment in Kensington Square — 
had a great advantage over her mother, who could only 
pursue the dialogue with very much difficulty, eyeing 
one or other interlocutor with an alarmed and suspicious 
look, and gasping out * We * whenever she thought a 
proper opportimity arose for the use of that affirmative. 

^ I have two leetl menus weez me,' said Cavalcadour 
to Mrs. Gashleigh. 

* Minews — yes, — oh, indeed ! * answered the lady. 
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' Two little cartes.' 

* Oh, two carts ! Oh, we,' she said. * Coming, I 
suppose i ' And she looked out of the window to see if 
they were there. 

Cavalcadour smiled. He produced from a pocket- 
book a pink paper and a blue paper, on which he had 
^virritten two bills of fare — the last two which he had 
composed for the lamented Hauncher — and he handed 
these over to Mrs. Fitzroy. 

The «poor little woman was dreadfully puzzled with 
these documents (she has them in her possession still), 
and began to read from the pink one as follows : — 

* DINER POUR 16 PERSONNES. 

Potage (clair) k la Rigodon. 
Do. h. la Prince de Tombuctou. 

Deux Poissons. 

Saumon de Severne Rougets Gratings 

k la Boadic^e. it la Cl^opltre. 

Deux Relev^s. 

Le Chapeau-a-trois-cornes farci k la Robespierre. 
Le Tire-botte h I'Odalisque. 

Six Entries. 

Saut^ de Hannetons k I'Epingli^re. 

Cdtelettes k la Megatherium. 

Bourrasque de Veau k la Palsambleu. 

Laitances de Carpe en goguette k la Reine Poniard. 

Turban de Volaille k TArchev^que de Cantorbery.' 

And so on with the entremets^ and hors ^teuvns^ and the 
ritisy and the reitues, 

^ Madame will see that the dinners are quite simple,' 
said M. Cavalcadour. 

^ Ohy quite ! ' said Rosa, dreadfully puzzled. 
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* Which would Madame like ? ' 

< Which would we h'ke, mamma ? ' Rosa asked ; add- 
ing, as if after a little thought, ^ I think, sir, we should 
prefer the blue one.* At which Mrs. Gashleigh nodded 
as knowingly as she could ; though pink or blue, I defy 
anybody to know what these cooks mean by their jargon. 

' If you please, Madame, we will go down below and 
examine the scene of operations,' Monsieur Cavalcadour 
said ; and so he was marshalled down the stairs to the 
kitchen, which he didn't like to name, and appeared 
before the cook in all his splendour. 

He cast a rapid glance round the premises, and a smile 
of something like contempt lighted up his features. 
* Will you bring pen and ink, if you please, and I will 
write down a few of the articles which will be necessary 
for us? We shall require, if you please, eight more 
stew-pans, a couple of braising-pans, eight saut6-pans, 
six bainmarie-pans, a freezing-pot with accessories, and 
a few more articles of which I will inscribe the names.' 
And Mr. Cavalcadour did so, dashing down, with the 
rapidity of genius, a tremendous list of ironmongery 
goods, which he handed over to Mrs. Timmins. She and 
her mamma were quite frightened by the awful catalogue. 

^I will call three days hence, and superintend the 
progress of matters ; ana we will make stock for the soup 
the day before the dinner.* 

^ Don't you think, sir,' here interposed Mrs. Gashleigh, 
^ that one soup — ^a fine rich mock-turtle, such as I have 
seen in the best houses in the West of England, and such 
as the late Lord Fortyskewer ' 

^ You will get what is wanted for the soups, if you 
please,' Mr. Cavalcadour continued, not heeding this 
interruption, and as bold as a' captain on his own quarter- 
deck : ^ for the stock of clear soup, you will get a leg of 
beef, a leg of veal, and a ham.' 

'We, munseer,' said the cook, dropping a terrified 
curtsey : ' a leg of beef, a leg of veal, and a ham.' 
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^ You can't serve a leg of veal at a party,' said Mrs. 
Grashleigh ; ^ and a leg of beef is not a company dish.' 

^Madame, they are to make the stock of the clear 
soup,' Mr. Cavalcadour said. 

^ WhatT cried Mrs. Gashleigh ; and the cook repeated 
His former expression. 

^ Never, whilst / am in this house,' cried out Mrs. 
C^ashleigh indignantly; ^ never in a Christian English 
household ; never shall such sinful waste be permitted by 
me. If you wish me to dine, Rosa, you must get a 
dinner less expensive. The Right Honourable Lord 
Fortyskewer could dine, sir, without these wicked 
luxuries, and I presume my daughter's guests can.' 

'Madame is perfectly at liberty to decide,' said M. 
Cavalcadour. ^ I came to oblige Madame and my good 
friend Mirobolant, not myself.' 

^ Thank you, sir, I think it will be too expensive,' 
Rosa stammered in a great flutter ; ^ but I am very much 
obliged to you.' 

^ II n'y a point d'obligation, Madame,' said Monsieur 
Alcide Camille Cavalcadour in his most superb manner ; 
and, making a splendid bow to the lady of the house, was 
respectfully conducted to the upper regions by little 
Buttons, leaving Rosa frightened, the cook amazed and 
silent, and Mrs. Gashleigh boiling with indignation 
against the dresser. 

Up to that moment, Mrs. Blowser, the cook, who had 
come out of Devonshire with Mrs. Gashleigh (of course 
that lady garrisoned her daughter's house with servants, 
and expected them to give her information of everything 
which took place there) — up to that moment, I say, the 
cook had been quite contented with that subterraneous 
station which she occupied in life, and had a pride in 
keeping her kitchen neat, bright, and clean. It was, in 
her opinion, the comfortablest room in the house (we all 
thought so when we came down of a night to smoke 
there), and the handsomest kitchen in Lilliput Street. 
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But after the visit of Caralcadoiir, the cook became 
quite discontented and uneasy in her mind. She talked 
in a melancholy manner over the area railings to the 
cooks at twenty-three and twenty-five* She stepped 
over the way, and conferred with the cook there. She 
made inquiries at the baker's and at other places about 
the kitchens in the great houses in Brobdingnag Gardensy 
and how many spits, bangmarry-pans, and stoo-pans 
they had. She thought she could not do with an 
occasional help, but must have a kitchen-maid. And she 
was often discovered by a gentleman of the police force, 
who was, I believe, her cousin, and occasionally visited 
ber when Mrs. Gashleigh was not in the house or spying 
it : — she was discovered seated with ^ Mrs. Rundcdl ' in 
her lap, its leaves bespattered with her tears. ^My pease 
be gone. Pelisse,* she said, ^ zins I zaw that ther Franch- 
man 1 ' And it was all the faithful fellow could do to 
console her. 

^ the dinner ! * said Timmins, in a rage at last. 

^ Having it cooked in the house is out of the question. 
The bother of it, and the row your mother makes, are 
enough to drive one mad« It won't happen again, I can 
promise you, Rosa. Order it at Fubsby's, at once. You 
can have everything from Fubsby's — from footmen to 
saltspoons. Let's go and order it at Fubsby's.* 

^ Darling, if you don't mind the expense, and it will be 
any relief to you, let us do as you wish,' Rosa said ; and 
she put on her bonnet, and they went off to the grand 
cook and confectioner of the Brobdingnag quarter. 



CHAPTER V 

On the arm of her Fitzroy, Rosa went oflF to Fubsby's, 
that magnificent shop at the corner of Parliament Place 
and Alicompayne Square, — a shop into which the rogue 
had often cast a glance of approbation as he passed : for 
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there are not only the most wonderful and delicious cakes 
skxid confections in the window, but at the counter there 
a.re almost sure to be three or four of the prettiest women 
ii:i the whole of this world, with little darling caps of the 
last French make, with beautiful wavy hair, and the 
neatest possible waists and aprons. 

Yes, there they sit ; and others, perhaps, besides Fitz 
have cast a sheep's-eye through those enormous plate- 
glass window-panes. I suppose it is the fact of per- 
petually living among such a quantity of good things 
^at makes those young ladies so beautiful. They come 
into the place, let us say, like ordinary people, and 
gradually grow handsomer and handsomer, until they 
grow out iQto the perfect angels you see. It can't be 
otherwise : if you and I, my dear fellow, were to have a 
course of that place, we should become beautiful too. 
They live in an atmosphere of the most delicious pine- 
apples, blancmanges, creams (some whipt, and some so 
good that of course they don't want whipping), jellies, 
tipsy-cakes, cherry-brandy-— one hundred thousand sweet 
and lovely things. Look at the preserved fruits, look at 
the golden ginger, the outspreading ananas, the darling 
little rogues of China oranges, ranged in the gleaming 
crystal cylinders. Afon Dim ! Look at the strawberries 
in the leaves. Each of them is as large nearly as a lady's 
reticule, and looks as if it had been brought up in a 
nursery to itself. One of those strawberries is a meal for 
those yoimg ladies behind the counter ; they nibble oiF a 
little from the side, and if they are very hungry, which 
can scarcely ever happen, they are allowed to go to the 
crystal canisters and take out a rout-cake or macaroon. 
In the evening they sit and tell each other little riddles 
out of the bonbons ; and when they wish to amuse them- 
selves, they read the most delightful remarks in the French 
language, about Love, and Cupid, and Beauty, before 
they place them inside the crackers. They always are 
writing down good things into Mr. Fubsby's ledgers. It 
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must be a perfect feast to read them. Talk of the Garden 
of Eden 1 I believe it was nothing to Mr. Fubsby's 
house ; and I have no doubt that after those young ladies 
have been there a certain time, they get to such a pitch 
of loveliness at last, that they become complete angels, 
with wings sprouting out of their lovely shoulders, when 
(after giving just a preparatory balance or two) they fly 
up to the counter and perch there for a minute, hop down 
again, and a£Fectionately kiss the other young ladies, and 
say, ^Good-bye, dears! We shall meet again la-haut^ 
And then with a whirr of their deliciously scented wings, 
away they fly for good, whisking over the trees of 
Brobdingnag square, and up into the sky, as the- police- 
man touches his hat. 

It is up there that they invent the legends for the 
crackers, and the wonderful riddles and remarks on the 
bonbons. No mortal, I am sure, could write them. 

I never saw a man in such a state as Fitzroy Timmins 
in the presence of those ravishing houris. Mrs. Fitz 
having explained that they required a dinner for twenty 
persons, the chief young lady asked what Mr. and Mrs. 
Fitz would like, and named a thousand things, each better 
than the other, to all of which Fitz instantly said yes. 
The wretch was in such a state of infatuation that I 
believe if that lady had proposed to him a fricasseed 
elephant, or a boa-constrictor in jelly, he would have 
said, ^ Oh yes, certainly ; put it down.' 

That Peri wrote down in her album a list of things 
which would make your mouth water to listen to. But 
she took it all quite calmly. Heaven bless you ! thty 
don't care about things that are no delicacies to them ! 
But whatever she chose to write down, Fitzroy let her. 

After the dinner and dessert were ordered (at Fubsby's 
they furnish everything : dinner and dessert, plate and 
china, servants in your own livery, and, if you please, 
guests of title too), the married couple retreated from 
that shop of wonders ; Rosa delighted that the trouble 



A LITTLE DINNER AT TIMMINS'S 387 

o£ the dinner was all off her hands : but she was afraid 
ir iTTould be rather expensive. 

* Nothing can be too expensive which pleases youj 
dear,' Fitz said. 

^ By the way, one of those young women was rather 
good-looking/ Rosa remarked : * the one in the cap 
'with the blue ribbons.' (And she cast about the shape 
of the cap in her mind, and determined to have exactly 
s\ich another.) 

< Think so ? I didn't observe,' said the miserable 

hypocrite by her side ; and when he had seen Rosa 

liome, he went back, like an infamous fiend, to order 

something else which he had forgotten, he said, at 

Fubsby's. Get out of that Paradise, you cowardly 

creeping vile serpent you 1 

Until the day of the dinner, the infatuated fop was 
always going to Fubsby's. He was remarked there* He 
used to go before he went to chambers in the morning, 
and sometimes on his return from the Temple : but the 
morning was the time which he preferred ; and one day, 
when he went on one of his eternal pretexts, and was 
chattering and flirting at the counter, a lady who had 
been reading yesterday's paper and eating a half-penny 
bun for an hour in the back shop (if that Paradise may 
be called a shop) — a lady stepped forward, laid down the 
Aloming Herald^ and confronted him. 

That lady was Mrs. Gashleigh. From that day the 
miserable Fitzroy was in her power \ and she resumed 
a sway over his house, to shake off which had been the 
object of his life, and the result of many battles. And 
for a mere freak — (for, on going into Fubsby's a week 
afterwards he found the Peris drinking tea out of blue 
cups, and eating stale bread and butter, when his absurd 
passion instantly vanished) — I say, for a mere freak, the 
most intolerable burden of his life was put on his 
shoulders again — his mother-in-law. 

On the day before the little dinner took place — and I 
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promise you we shall come to it in the very next chapter 
— 9. tall and elegant middle-aged gentleman, who might 
have passed for an earl but that there was a slight in- 
completeness about his hands and feet, the former being 
uncommonly red, and the latter large and irregular, was 
introduced to Mrs. Timmins by the page, who announced 
him as Mrs. Truncheon. 

* I'm Truncheon, ma'am,' he said, with a low bow. 

^ Indeed,' said Rosa. 

'About the dinner, m'm, from Fubsby's, m'm. As 
you have no butler, m'm, I presume you will wish me to 
act as sich. I shall bring two persons as haids to-morro w^ ; 
both answers to the name of John. I'd best, if you 
please, inspect the premisis, and will think you to allow 
your young man to show me the pantry and kitching.' 

Truncheon spoke in a low voice, and with the deepest 
and most respectful melancholy. There is not much 
expression in his eyes, but from what there is, you would 
fancy that he was oppressed by a secret sorrow. Rosa 
trembled as she surveyed this gentleman's size, his 
splendid appearance and gravity. ' I am sUre,' she said, 
' I never shall dare to ask him to hand a glass of water.' 
Even Mrs. Gashleigh, when she came on the morning 
of the actual dinner-party, to superintend matters, was 
cowed, and retreated from the kitchen before the calm 
majestv of Truncheon. 

And yet that great man was, like all the truly great — 
afiable. 

He put aside his coat and waistcoat (both oif evening 
cut, and looking prematurely splendid as he walked the 
streets in noonday), and did not disdain to rub the glasses 
and polish the decanters, and to show young Buttons the 
proper mode of preparing these articles for a dinner. 
And while he operated, the maids, and Buttons, and 
cook, when she could — and what had she but the 
vegetables to boil ?— crowded round him, and listened 
with wonder as he talked of the great families as he had 
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lived with. That man, as they saw him there before 
them, had been cab-boy to Lord Tantallan, valet to the 
£arl of Bareacres, and groom of the chambers to the 
Duchess Dowager of Fitzbattleaxe. Oh, it was 
delightful to hear Mr. Truncheon. 



CHAPTER VI 

On the great, momentous, stupendous day of the dinner, 
my beloved female reader may imagine that Fitzroy 
Xinamins was sent about his business at an early hour in 
the morning, while the women began to make prepara- 
tions to receive their guests. ^ There will be no need of 
your going to Fubsby's,' Mrs. Gashleigh said to him, 
with a look that drove him out of doors. ' Everything 
that we require has been ordered there! You will please 
be back here at six o'clock, and not sooner : and I 
presume you will acquiesce in my arrangements about 
the wineV 

^ Oh yes, mamma,' said the prostrate son-in-law. 
^In so large a party — a party beyond some folks' 
m^ii»5— expensive wines are absurd. The light sherry at 
26s., the champagne at 42s. ; and you are not to go 
beyond 36s. for the claret and port after dinner. Mind, 
cofiee will be served : and you come upstairs after two 
rounds of the claret.' 

^ Of course, of course/ acquiesced the wretch ; and 
hurried out of the house to his chambers, and to dis- 
charge the commissions with which the womankind had 
intrusted him. 

As for Mrs. Gashleigh, you might have heard her 
bawling over the house the whole day long. That 
admirable woman was everywhere : in the kitchen until 
the arrival of Truncheon, before whom she would not 
retreat without a battle ; on the stairs ; in Fitzroy's 
dressing-room ; and in Fitzroy minor's nursery, to whom 
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she gave a dose of her own composition, while the nurse 
was sent out on a pretext to make purchases of g;arnish 
for the dishes to be served for the little dinner. Garnish 
for the dishes ! As if the folks at Fubsby's could not 
garnish dishes better than Gashleigh, with her stupid 
old-world devices of laurel-leaves, parslejr, and cut turnips I 
Why, there was not a dish served that day that vras not 
covered over with skewers, on which truffles, crayfish, 
mushrooms, and force-meat were impaled. When old 
Gashleigh went down with her barbarian bunches of 
holly and greens to stick about the meats, even the cook 
saw their incongruity, and, at Truncheon's orders, flung 
the whole shrubbery into the dust-house, where, while 
poking about the premises, you may be sure Mrs. G. 
saw it. 

Every candle which was to be burned that night 
(including the tallow candle, which she said was a good 
enough bed-light for Fitzroy) she stuck into the candle- 
sticks with her own hands, giving her own high- 
shouldered plated candlesticks of the year 1798 the places 
of honour. She upset all poor Rosa's floral arrange- 
ments, turning the nosegays from one vase into the 
other without any pity, and was never tired of beating, 
and pushing, and patting, and whopping the curtain 
and sofa draperies into shape in the little drawing-room. 

In Fitz's own apartments she revelled with peculiar 
pleasure. It has been described how she had sacked his 
study and pushed away his papers, some of which, 
mcluding three cigars, and the commencement of an 
article for the Law Magazine^ ' Lives of the Sheriflfe' 
Officers/ he has never been able to find to this day. 
Mamma now went into the little room in the back 
regions, which is Fitz's dressing-room (and was destined 
^ be a cloak-room), and here she rummaged to her 
heart's delight. * 

In an incredibly short space of time she examined all 
nis outlymg pockets, drawers, and letters ; she inspected 
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kis socks and handkerchiefs in the top drawers ; and on 

^lie dressing-table, his razors, shaving-strop, and hair-oil. 

Slie carried o£f his silver-topped scent-bottle out of his 

dressing-case, and a half-dozen of his favourite pills 

(which Fitz possesses in common with every well-regulated 

man), and probably administered them to her own family. 

His boots, glossy pumps, and slippers she pushed into 

the shower-bath, where the poor fellow stepped into them 

the next morning, in the midst of a pool in which they 

were lying. The baby was found sucking his boot-hooks 

the next day in the nursery; and as for the bottle of 

varnish for his shoes (which he generally paints upon the 

trees himself, having a pretty taste in that way), it could 

never be found to the present hour ; but it was remarked 

that the young Master Gashleighs, when they came 

home for the holidays, always wore lacquered highlows ; 

and the reader may draw his conclusions from that fact. 

In the course of the day all the servants gave Mrs. 

Ximmins warning. 

The cook said she coodn't abear it no longer, 'aving 
Mrs. G. always about her kitching, with her fingers in 
all the sauce-pans. Mrs. G. had got her the place, but 
she preferred one as Mrs. G. didn't get for her. 

The nurse said she was come to nuss Master Fitzroy, 
and knew her duty ; his grandmamma wasn't his^nuss, 
and was always aggrawating her, — missus must shoot 
herself elsewhere. 

The housemaid gave utterance to the same sentiments 
in language more violent. 

Little Buttons bounced up to his mistress, said he was 
butler of the family ; Mrs. G. was always poking about 
his pantry, and dam if he'd stand it. 

At every moment Rosa grew more and more 
bewildered. The baby howled a great deal during the 
day. His large china christening-bowl was cracked by 
Mrs. Gashleigh altering the flowers in it, and pretending 
to be very cool, whilst her hands shook with rage. 
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^Praj go on, mamma/ Rosa said, with tears in her 
eyes. * Should you like to break the chandelier i ' 

^ Ungrateful, unnatural child ! ' bellowed the other. 
* Only that I know you couldn't do without me, I'd leave 
the house this minute/ 

^ As you wish,' said Rosa ; but Mrs. G. didn^t wish : 
and in this juncture Truncheon arrived. 

That officer surveyed the dining-room, laid the cloth 
there with admirable precision and neatness ; ranged the 
plate on the sideboard with graceful accuracy, but ob- 
jected to that old thing in the centre, as he called Mrs. 
Gashleigh's silver basket, as cumbrous and useless for the 
table, where they would want all the room they could 
get. 

Order was not restored to the house, nor, indeed, any 
decent progress made, until this great man came : but 
where there was a revolt before, and a general disposition 
to strike work and to yell out defiance against Mrs. 
Gashleigh, who was sitting bewildered and furious in the 
drawing-room — where there was before commotion, at 
the appearance of the master-spirit, all was peace and 
unanimity : the cook went back to her pans, the house- 
maid busied herself with the china and class, cleaning 
some articles and breaking others, Buttons sprang up 
and down the stairs, obedient to the orders of his chie^ 
and all things went well and in their season. 

At six the man with the wine came from Binney & 
Latham's. At a quarter -past six^ Timmins himself 
arrived. 

At half-past six, he might have been heard shouting 
out for his varnished boots — but we know where thoH 
had been hidden — and for his dressing things ; but Mrs. 
Gashleigh had put them away. 

As in his vain inquiries for these articles he stood 
shouting, ^ Nurse ! Buttons 1 Rosa my dear ! ' and the 
most fearful execrations up and down the stairs, Mr. 
Truncheon came out on him. 
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^ Igscuse me, sir/ says he, ^ but it's impawsable. We 
csui't dine twenty at that table — not if you set 'em out 
awinder, we can^t.' 

* What's to be done ? ' asked Fitzroy, in an agony ; 
* they've all said they'd come.' 

^ Can't do it,' said the other ; ^ with two top and 
bottom — ^and your table is as narrow as a bench — we 
C2ui't hold more than heighteen, and then each person's 
helbows will be into his neighbour's cheer.' 

^ Rosa ! Mrs. Gashleigh 1' cried out Timmins, ^come 
down and speak to this gentl this ' 

^ Truncheon, sir,' said the man. 

The women descended from the drawing-room. 
^ Look and see, ladies,' he said, inducting them into the 
dining-room : ^ there's the room, there's the table laid 
for heighteen, and I defy you to squeege in more.' 

^ One person in a party always fails,' said Mrs. Gash* 
leigh, getting alarmed. 

* That's nineteen,' Mr. Truncheon remarked. * We 
must knock another hofif, ma'am.' And he looked her 
hard in the face. 

Mrs. Gashleigh was very red and nervous, and paced, 
or rather squeezed round the table (it was as much as she 
could do). The chairs could not be put any closer than* 
they were. It was impossible, unless the convive sat as a 
centre-piece in the middle, to put another guest at that 
table. 

< Look at that lady movin' round, sir. You see now 
the difficklty. If my men wasn't thinner, they couldn't 
hoperate at all,' Mr. Truncheon observed, who seemed 
to have a spite to Mrs. Gashleigh. 

^ What is to be done ? ' she said, with purple accents. 

* My dearest mamma,' Ro$a cried out, ^ you must stop 
at home — how sorry I am I ' And she shot one glance 
at Fitzroy, who shot another at the great Truncheon, 
who held down his eyes. ^We could manage with 
heighteen,' he said mildly. 
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Mrs. Gashleigfa gave a hideous laugh. 

• ••••• • 

She went away. At eight o'clock she was pacing at 
the corner of the street, and actually saw the company 
arrive. First came the Topham Sawyers, in their light- 
blue carriage with the white hammercloth and blue and 
white ribbons-^their footmen drove the house down 
with the knocking. 

Then followed the ponderous and snuiF-coloured 
vehicle, with faded gilt wheels and brass earl's coronets 
all over it, the conveyance of the House of Bungay. 
The Countess of Bungay and daughter stepped out of 
the carriage. The fourteenth Earl of Bungay couldn't 
come. 

Sir Thomas and Lady Gulpin's fly made its appearance, 
from which issued the General with his star, and Lady 
Gulpin in yellow satin. The Rd^dy's brougham 
followed next ; after which Mrs. Butt's handsome 
equipage drove up. 

The two friends of the house, young gentlemen from 
the Temple, now arrived in cab No. 9996. We tossed 
up, in iact, which should pay the fare. 

Mr. Ranville Ranville walked, and was dusting his 
boots as the Templars drove up. Lord Castlemouldy 
came out of a twopenny omnibus. Funnyman, the wag, 
came last, whirling up rapidly in a hansom, just as Mrs. 
Gashleigh, with rage in her heart, was counting that two 
people had failed, and that there were only seventeen 
after all. 

Mr. Truncheon passed our names to Mr. Billiter, who 
bawled them out on the stairs. Rosa was smiling in a 
pink dress, and looking as fresh as an angel, and received 
her company with that grace which has always charac- 
terised her. 

The moment of the dinner arrived, old Lady Bungay 
scuffled off on the arm of Fitzroy, while the rear was 
brought up by Rosa and Lord Castlemouldy, of 
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BalljrshanYanvoght Castle, co, Tipperary. Some fellows 
^vho had the luck, took down ladies to dinner. I was 
not sorry to be out of the way of Mrs. Rowdy, with her 
dandified airs, or of that high and mighty county princess, 
Airs. Topham Sawyer. 



CHAPTER VII 

Of course it does not become the pr^ent writer, who 
has partaken of the best entertainment which his friends 
could supply, to make fun of their (somewhat ostentatious, 
as it must be confessed) hospitality. If they gave a 
dinner beyond their means, it is no business of mine. I 
hate a man who goes and eats a friend's meat, and then 
blabs the secrets of the mahogany. Such a man deserves 
never to be asked to dinner again ; and though at the 
close of a London season that seems no great loss, and 
you sicken of a whitebait as you would of a whale — yet 
we must always remember that there's another season 
coming and hold our tongues for the present. 

As for describing, then, the mere victuals on Timmins's 
table, that would be absurd. Everybody — (I mean of 
the genteel world, of course, of which I make no doubt 
the reader is a polite ornament) — everybody has the same 
everything in London. You see the same coats, the 
same dinners, the same boiled fowls and mutton, the 
same cutlets, fish, and cucumbers, the same lumps of 
Wenham Lake ice, &c. The waiters with white neck- 
cloths are as like each other everywhere as the peas 
which they hand round with the ducks of the second 
course. Can't any one invent anything new ? 

The only difference between Timmins's dinner and 
his neighbours' was, that he had hired, as we have said, 
the greater part of the plate, and that his cowardly 
conscience magnified faults and disasters of which no one 
else probably took heed. 

2 c 
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But Rqsa thought, from the supercilious air with 
which Mrs* Topham Sawyer was eyeing the plate and 
other arrangements, that she was remarking the 
difference of the ciphers on the forks and spoons— 

i which had, in fact, been borrowed from every one of 
Mtzrojr's friends — I know, for instance, that he had my 
six, among others, and only returned five, along with a 
battered old black-pronged" plated abomination, which I 
have no doubt belongs to Mrs. Gashleigh, whom I here- 
by request to send back mine in exchange) — their guilty 
consciences, I say, made them fancy that every one was 
spying out their domestic deficiencies : whereas, it is 
probable that nobody present thought of their failings at 
all. People never do : they never see holes in their 
neighbours' coats — they are too indolent, simple, and 
charitable. 

Some things, however, one could not help remarking : 
for instance, though Fitz is my closest friend, yet could 
I avoid seeing and being amused by his perplexity and 
his dismal efforts to be facetious ? His eye wandered all 
round the little room with quick uneasy glances, very 
different from those frank and jovial looks with which 
he is accustomed to welcome you to a leg of mutton : 
and Rosa, from the other end of the table, and over the 
flowers, intrde dishes, and wine-coolers, telegraphed him 
with signals of corresponding alarm. Poor devils ! why 
did they ever go beyond that leg of mutton ? 

Funnyman was not brilliant in conversation, scarcely 
opening his mouth, except for the purposes of feasting. 
The fact is, our friend Tom Dawson was at table, who 
knew all his stories, and in his presence the greatest wag 
is always silent and uneasy. 

Fitz has a very pretty wit of his own, and a good 
reputation on circuit ; but he is timid before great people. 
And indeed the presence of that awful Lady Bungay 
on his right hand was enough to damp him. She was in 
Court mourning (for the late Prince of Schlippen- 
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hloppen). She had on a large black funereal turban 
axid appurtenances, and a vast breastplate of twinkling, 
r^viriddling, black bugles. No wonder a man could not be 
gay in talking to her. 

Mrs. Rowdy and Mrs. Topham Sawyer love each 
other as women do who have the same receiving nights, 
suid ask the same society ; they were only separated by 
Ranville Ranville, who tries to be well with both : and 
^hey talked at each other across him. 

Topham and Rowdy growled out a conversation about 
Rum, Ireland, and the Navigation Laws, quite unfit for 
print. Sawyer never speaks three words without 
mentioning the House and the Speaker. 

The Irish Peer said nothing (which was a comfort^ ; 
but he ate and drank of everything which came in his 
way ; and cut his usual absurd figure in dyed whiskers 
and a yellow under-waistcoat. 

General Gulpin sported his star, and looked fat and 
florid, but melancholy. His wife ordered away his 
dinner, just like honest Sancho's physician at Barataria. 

Botherby's stories about Lamartine are as old as the 
hills, since the barricades of 1848 ; and he could not get 
in a word or cut the slightest figure. And as for Tom 
Dawson, he was carrying on an undertoned small-talk 
with Lady Barbara St. Mary's, so that there was not 
much conversation worth record going on within the 
dining-room. 

Outside it was different. Those houses in Lilliput 
Street are so uncommonly compact, that you can hear 
everything which takes place all over the tenement ; and 



In the awfiil pauses of the banquet, and the hall-door 
being furthermore open, we had the benefit of hearing : — 

The cook, and the occasional cook, belowstairs, 
exchanging rapid phrases regarding the dinner ; 

The smash of the soup-tureen, and swift descent of the 
kitchen-maid and soup-ladle down the stairs to the lower 



396 A LITTLE DINNER AT T1MM1>'^^ 

But Rou thoi^ht, from the aiperaliir „j rather 
which Mrs. Topham Sawyer wm cjeing ■ j Fimnyman 
other arrangements, that she was ' ^^^f herself, 
difierence of the ciphers on the fort- ^ him, for at 
(which had, in fact, been borrowed f ^ n«nely, tbu 
Fitzroy's friends— I know, for instar 
six, among others, and only rctutur j^gnmCTced 3 scr/a 
battered old blaclt-prongecf plated ^^ ^ the sudden 
ha¥e no doubt belongs to Mrs. G- ^^^ on\y more dreadfeJ | 
by request to send back mine in ■ si,p would have given 
consciences, I say, made tbem f ^ jone with the whole 
spying out their domestic de* 

probat^e that nobody present t^^tbe door very early a^o 
all. People never do: they jj^a speedy opportuniiy ] 
neighbours' coats — they are ^jcput, though you may tt 
charitable. '^k^|'>i ^^° ^^° come vici . 

Some things, however, o f ^^ sist person to come. 1 i 
for instance, though FUz -'.. up the stairs, whicJ? B'f/f 
I avoid seeing and bcin!^'^ over which she trample^' 
his dismal efforts to be f >^^ after the retreat of 'b' ' 
round the lildc room ■ ^-^ -a a rattle, and the glasses ^ 
dififerenl from those fr ,; ,, flvmen and coachmen plieii i 
he IS accustomed to ■> -y^ came in. From my place 1 j 
u\d Rosa, from the ^'/,f'^ guests as they arrived (I 
Aowcrs, rntrfy dishes,y>(^ mostly cabs and flys), 3Siii a 
with signals of corrr _ . i , .. . 

did ihcy ever go be; 

Funnyman 
oncning his o 
llie ^t iS| < 
t(iww«ll »m« 
nikU-aTssUeat 
Kin ks « 

^<Mt >««^ced tA 




^I«ys and children, who w"^ 

'ifld 1^"= ironical cheers to t/it 

their vehicles. 

.^■f a crowd in thedog-dajs/J 

lins certainly had a successful 

move on the stair. Mra 

rs, and nearly fell through. 

iCter you could not heaitfie 

_ ts, which was no great loss. 

Ir get to her carriage, being 

1^ Wedgewood in the passage. 

t^^de to get up a dance of some 



.<■* 



^NNER AT TIMMINS'S 399 



' ""l s;ot round the room, 

below was stove in, 

, now prepared for 



ses give that party at 

r means. They have 

ends, and pleased none of 

/ were many who were not 

ihe must now give a couple 

chose not previously invited. 

.t Fubsby's bill is not yet paid ; 

the wine-merchants; that the 

xass and china cost ever so much 

ae friend of Timmins has cried out 

jxtravagance, and that now, when 

jut of town, Fitz has hardly money 

nuch more to take Rosa to a watering- 

.d and promised. 

Grashleigh, the only feasible plan of 

n she can suggest, is that she should come 

her daughter and son-in-law, and that they 

house together. If he agrees to this, she 

sum at the banker's, with which she would 

easing his present difficulties ; and the poor 

* s so utterly bewildered and crestfallen that it is 

.ely he will become her victim. 

i T opham Sawyers, when they go down into the 

:ry, will represent Fitz as a ruined man and reckless 

iigal ; his uncle, the attorney, from whom he has 

jectations, will most likely withdraw his business, and 

lopt some other member of his family — Blanche 

Jrowder for instance, whose husband, the Doctor, has 

had high words with poor Fitzroy already, of course at 

the women's instigation. And all these accumulated 

miseries &11 upon the unfortunate wretch because he was 

good-natured, and his wife would have a Little Dinner. 




398 A LITTLE DINNER AT TIMMINS*S 

regions. This accident created a laugh, and rather 
amused Fitzroy and the company, and caused Funnjrman 
to say, bowing to Rosa, that she was mistress of herself, 
though China fall. But she did not heed hiai, for at 
that moment another noise commenced, namely, that 
of— 

The baby in the upper rooms, who commenced a series 
of piercing yells, which, though stopped by the sudden 
clapping to of the nursery-door, were only more dreadful 
to the mother when suppressed. She would have given 
a guinea to go upstairs and have done with the whole 
entertainment. 

A thundering knock came at the door very early after 
the dessert, and the poor soul took a speedy opportunity 
of summoning; the ladies to depart, though you may be 
sure it was only old Mrs. Gashleigh, who had come with 
her daughters — of course the first person to come. I 
saw her red gown whisking up the stairs, which were 
covered with plates and dishes, over which she trampled. 

Instead of having any quiet after the retreat of the 
ladies, the house was kept in a rattle, and the glasses 
jingled on the table as the flymen and coachmen plied 
the knocker, and the soirie came in. From my place I 
could see everything : the guests as they arrived (I 
remarked very few carriages, mostly cabs and fiys), and a 
little crowd of blackguard boys and children, who were 
formed round the door, and gave ironical cheers to the 
folks as they stepped out of their vehicles. 

A^ for the evening party, if a crowd in the dog-days is 
pleasant, poor Mrs. Timmins certainly had a successful 
soirie. You could hardly move on the stair. Mrs. 
Sternhold broke in the banisters, and nearlv fell through. 
There was such a noise and chatter you could not hear the 
singing of the Miss Gashleighs, which was no great loss. 
Lady Bungay could hardly get to her carriage, being 
entangled with Colonel Wedgewood in the passage. 
An absurd attempt was made to get up a dance of some 
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kind ; but before Mrs. Crowder had got round the room, 
the hanging-lamp in the dining-room below was stove in, 
and fell with a crash on the table, now prepared for 
refreshment. 

Why, in fact, did the Timminses give that party at 
all ? It was quite beyond their means. They have 
offended a score of their old friends, and pleased none of 
their acquaintances. So angry were many who were not 
asked, that poor Rosa says she must now give a couple 
more parties and take in those not previously invited. 
And I know for a fact that Fubsby's bill is not yet paid ; 
nor Binney & Latham's the wine-merchants ; that the 
breakage and hire of glass and china cost ever so much 
money ; that every true friend of Timmins has cried out 
against his absurd extravagance, and that now, when 
every one is going out of town, Fitz has hardly money 
to pay his circuit, much more to take Rosa to a watering- 
place, as he wished and promised. 

As for Mrs. Gashleigh, the only feasible plan of 

economy which she can suggest, is that she should come 

and live with her daughter and son-in-law, and that they 

should keep house together. If he agrees to this, she 

H has a little sum at the banker's, with which she would 

not mind easing his present difficulties ; and the poor 

wretch is so utterly bewildered and crestfallen that it is 

very likclv he will become her victim. 

The Topham Sawyers, when they go down into the 
country, will represent Fitz as a ruined man and reckless 
prodigal ; his uncle, the attorney, from whom he has 
expectations, will most likely withdraw his business, and 
adopt some other member of his family — Blanche 
Crowder for instance, whose husband, the Doctor, has 
had high words with poor Fitzroy already, of course at 
the women's instigation. And all these accumulated 
miseries fall upon the unfortunate wretch because he was 
good-natured, and his wife would have a Little Dinner. 
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THE PROFESSOR 

A TALE OF SENTIMENT 

* Why, then, the World's mine oyster.' 

CHAPTER I 

I HAVE often remarked that, among other ornaments and 

curiosities. Hackney contains more ladies' schools than 

are to be found in almost any other village, or indeed 

city, in Europe. In every green rustic lane, to every 

tall old-fashioned house there is an iron gate, an ensign 

of blue and gold, and a large brass plate, proclaiming that 

a ladies' seminary is established upon the premises. On 

one of these plates is virritten — (or rather was, — for the 

pathetic occurrence which I have to relate took place 

many years ago) — on one of these plates, I say, was 

engraven the following inscription : — 

* BULGARIA HOUSE. 

Seminary for Young Ladies from three to twenty. 

By the Missbs Pidgb. 

(Please wipe your shoes.) * 

The Misses Pidge took a limited number of young 
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ladies (as limited, in fiict, or as large as the public chose), 
and instructed them in those branches of elegant and 
useful learning which make the British female so superior 
to all other shes. The younger ones learned the 
principles of back-stitch, cross-stitch, bob-stitch. Doctor 
Watts's Hymns, and 'In my Cottage near a Wood/ 
The elder pupils diverged at once from stitching and 
samplers : they played like Thalberg, and pirouetted like 
Taglioni ; they learned geography, geology, mythology, 
entomology, modern history, and simple equations (Miss 
Z. Pidge) ; they obtained a complete knowlege of the 
French, German, and Italian tongues, not including 
English, taught by Miss Pidge ; Poonah painting and 
tambour (Miss £. Pidge); Brice's questions and elocu- 
tion (Miss F. Pidge) ; and, to crown all, dancing and 
gymnastics (which had a very flourishing look in the 
idge prospectus, and were printed in German text), 
DANCING and GYMNASTICS, We Say, by Professor Dansolo. 
The names of other professors and assistants followed in 
modester type. 

Although the Signor's name was decidedly foreign, so 
English was his appearance, and so entirely did he dis- 
guise his accent, that it was impossible to tell of what 
place he was a native, if not of London, and of the very 
heart of it ; for he had caught completely the peculiarities 
which distinguish the so-called cockney part of the City, 
and obliterated his A's and doubled his v\ as if he had 
been for all his life in the neighbourhood of Bow bells. 
Signor Dandolo was a stout gentleman of five feet nine, 
with amazing expanse of mouth, chest, and whiskers, 
which latter were of a red hue. 

I cannot tell how this individual first received an 
introduction to the academy of the Misses Pidge, and 
established himself there. Rumours say that Miss Zela 
Pidge at a Hackney ball first met him, and thus the 
intimacy arose : but, since the circumstances took place 
which I am about to relate, that young lady declares that 
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\he "WBS not the person who brought him to Bulgaria 
House, — nothing but the infatuation and entreaties of 
Mrs. Alderman Grampus could ever have induced her to 
receive him. The reader will gather from this, that 
Dan<lolo's after-conduct at Miss Pidge's was not satis- 
factory, nor was it ; and may every mistress of such an 
establishment remember that confidence can be some-^ 
times misplaced ; that friendship is frequently but another 
name for villainy. 

But to our story. The stalwart and active Dandolo 

delighted for some time the young ladies at Miss Pidge's 

by the agility which he displayed in the dance, as well as 

the strength and manliness of his form, as exhibited in 

the new amusement which he taught. In a very short 

time, Miss Binx, a stout young lady of seventeen, who 

had never until his appearance walked half a mile without 

puffing like an apoplectic Lord Mayor, could dance the 

cachuca, swarm up a pole with the agility of a cat, and 

hold out a chair for three minutes without winking. 

Miss Jacob's could very nearly climb through a ladder 

(Jacob's ladder, he pro&inely called it) ; and Miss Bole 

ring such changes upon the dumb-bells as might have 

been heard at Edmonton, if the bells could have spoken. 

But the most promising pupil of Professor Dandolo, as 

indeed the fairest young creature in the establishment of 

Bulgaria House, was Miss Adeliza Grampus, daughter of 

the alderman whose name we have mentioned. The 

pride of her mother, the idol of her opulent father, 

Adeliza Grampus was in her nineteenth year. Eyes 

have often been described ; but it would require bluer mk 

than ours to depict the orbs of Adeliza. The snow when 

it first falls in Cheapside is not whiter than her neck, — 

when it has been for some days upon the ground, 

trampled by dust-men and jarvies, trodden down by 

sweeps and gentlemen, going to business, not blacker 

than her hair. Slim as the monument on Fish Street 

,' Hill, her form was slender and tall : but it is needless to 
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recapitulate her charms, and difficult indeed to describe 
them. Let the reader think of his first love, and fancy 
Adeliza. Dandolo, who was employed to instruct her, 
saw her, and fancied her too, as many a fellow of his 
inflammable temperament would have done in his place. 
There are few situations in life which can be so 
improved by an enterprising mind as that of a dancing- 
master, — I mean in a tender or amatory point of view. 
The dancing-master has over the back, the hands, the 
feet and shoulders of his pupils an absolute command ; 
and, being by nature endowed with so much authority, 
can speedily spread bis way from the limbs to the rest of 
the body, and to the mind inclusive. * Toes a littk man 
autj Miss AdeUzOy cries he, with the tenderest air in the 
world : ^ back a little more straight,' and he gently seizes 
her hand, he raises it considerably above the level of her 
ear, he places the tips of his left-hand fingers gently upon 
the young lady's spine, and in this seducing attitude 
gazes tenderly into her eyes ! I say that no woman at 
any age can stand this attitude and this look, especially 
when darted from such eyes as those of Dandolo. On 
the two first occasions when the adventurer attempted 
this audacious manoeuvre, his victim blushed only, and 
trembled ; on the third, she dropped her full eyelids and 
turned ghastly pale. ' A glass of water,' cried Adeliza, 
* or I feint.' The dancing-master hastened eagerly away 
to procure the desired beverage, and, as he put it to her 
lips, whispered thrillingly in her ear, ^ Thine, thine for 
ever, Adeliza ! ' 

Miss Grampus sank back in the arms of Miss Binx, 
but not before her raptured lover saw her eyes turning 
towards the ceiling, and her clammy lips whispering the 
name of ^ Dandolo.' 

When Madame Schrocder, in the opera of * Fidelio,' 
cries, * Nichts, nichts, mcin Florestan,' it is as nothing 
compared to the tenderness with which Miss Grampus 
uttered that soft name. 
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^ Dandolo 1 ' would she repeat to her confidante, Miss 
Binx ; ^ the name was beautiful and glorious in the olden 
days ; five hundred years since, a myriad of voices 
shouted it in Venice, when one who bore it came 
forward to wed the sea — the doge's bride 1 the blue 
Adriatic 1 the boundless and eternal main I The 
frightened Turk shrank palsied at the sound; it was 
louder than the loudest of the cannon, or the stormy 
screaming of the tempest 1 Dandolo 1 How many 
brave hearts beat to hear that name I how many bright 
swords flashed forth at that resistless war-cry 1 Oh, 
Binx 1 ' would Adeliza continue, fondly pressing the arm 
of that young ladv, ^ is it not passing strange that one of 
that mighty ducal race should have lived to this day, and 
lived to love me ? But I, too,' Adeliza would add archly, 
^ am, as you know, a daughter of the sea.' 

The fact was, that the father of Miss Adeliza Grampus 

was a shell-fishmonger, which induced the young lady 

to describe herself as a daughter of Ocean. She received 

her romantic name from her mother, after reading Miss 

Swipes's celebrated novel of * Toby of Warsaw ; ' and had 

been fed from her youth upwards with so much similar 

literary ware, that her little mind had gone distracted. 

Her father had sent her from home at fifteen, because she 

had fallen in love with the young man who opened 

natives in the shop, and had vowed to slay herself with 

the oyster-knife ; at Miss Pidge's her sentiment had not 

deserted her ; she knew all Miss Landon by heart, had a 

lock of Mr. Thomas Moore's hair or wig, and read more 

novels and poetry than ever. And thus the red-haired 

dancing-master became in her eves a Venetian nobleman, 

with whom it was her pride and pleasure to fall in love. 

Being a parlour-boarder at Miss Pidge's seminary (a 

privilege which was acquired by paying five annual 

' guineas extra), Miss Grampus was permitted certain 

liberties which were not accorded to scholars of the 

ordinary description. She and Miss Binx occasionally 
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strolled into the village by themselves ; they visited 
the library unattended ; they went upon little messages 
for the Misses Pidge ; they walked to church alone, 
either before or after the long row of young virgins who 
streamed out on every Sabbath day from between the 
filigree iron railings of Bulgaria House. It is my painful 
duty to state, that on several of these exclusive walks 
they were followed, or met, by the insidious and attentive 
teacher of gymnastics. 

Soon Miss Binx would lag behind, and — ^shall I own 
it ? — would make up for the lost society of her female 
friend by the company of a man, a friend of the pro- 
fessor, mysterious and agreeable as himself. May the 
mistresses of all the establishments for young ladies in 
this kingdom, or queendom rather, peruse this, and reflect 
how dangerous it is for young Isidies of any age — ^ay, 
even for parlour- boarders — to go out alone I In the 
present instance Miss Grampus enjoyed a more than 
ordinary liberty, it is true : when the elder Miss Pidge 
would remonstrate, Miss Zela would anxiously yield to 
her request ; and why ? — the reason may be gathered 
from the following conversation which passed between 
the infatuated girl and the wily maitre-de'danse. 

* How, Roderick,' would Adeliza say, ^ how, in the 
days of our first acquaintance, did it chance that you 
always addressed yourself to that odious Zela Pidge, and 
never deigned to breathe a syllable to me ? ' 

* My lips didn't speak to you, Addly * (for to such a 
pitch of familiarity had they arrived), * but my heycs did.* 

Adeliza was not astonished by the peculiarity of his 
pronunciation, for, to say truth, it was that commonly 
adopted in her native home and circle. 'And mine,' 
said she tenderly, * they followed when yours were not 
fixed upon them, for then I dared not look upwards. 
And though all on account of Miss Pidge you could not 
hear the accents of my voice, you might have heard the 
beatings of my heart I ' 
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* I did, I did/ gasped Roderick ; ^ I 'eard them 
laudibly. I never spoke to you then, for I feared to 
v^akexi that foul fiend sispicion. I wished to henter your 
eminary, to be continually near you, to make you love 
ne ^ therefore I wooed the easy and foolish Miss Pidge, 
:herefore I took upon me the disguise of — ha ! ha ! — of 
L dancing-master.' (And the young man's countenance 
issumed a grim and demoniac smile.) ^Yes; I 
degraded my name and my birthright — I wore these 
ignohle trappings, and all for the love of thee, my 
Adeliza ! ' Here Signor Dandolo would have knelt 
doi^n, but the road was muddy ; and, his trousers being 
of nankeen, his gallant purpose was frustrated. 

But the story must out, for the conversation above 
narrated has betrayed to the intelligent reader a consider- 
able part of it. The fact is, as we have said, that Miss 
Zela Pidge, dancing at the Hackney assembly, was 
introduced to this man ; that he had no profession — no 
means even of subsistence ; that he saw enough of this lady 
to be aware that he could make her useful to his purpose ; 
and he who had been, we believe it in our conscience, 
no better than a travelling mountebank or harlequin, 
appeared at Bulgaria House in the character of a 
professor of gymnastics. The governess, in the first 
instance, entertained for him just such a penchant as the 
pupil afterwards felt : the latter discovered the weakness 
of her mistress, and hence arose Miss Pidge's indulgence, 
and Miss Grampus's fatal passion. 

* Mysterious being ! ' continued Adeliza, resuming the 
conversation which has been broken by the above 
explanatory hints, * how did I learn to love thee f Who 
art thou ? — what dire fate has brought thee hither in this 
lowly guise to win the heart of Adeliza ? ' 

* Hadeliza,' cried he, ' you say well ; / am not what I 
seem. I cannot tell thee what I am ; a talc of horror, of 
crime, forbids the dreadful confession ! But dark as I 
am, and wretched, nay, wicked and desperate, I love thee, 
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Hadeliza — love thee with the rapturous devotion of 
purer days — ^the tenderness of happier times ! I am sad 
now, and fidlen, lady ; suffice it that I once was happf, 
ay, respectable.' 

Adeliza's cheek grew deadly pale, her step faltered^and 
she would have fallen to the ground, had she not been 
restrained by the strong arm of her lover. ^ I know not,* 
said she, as she clung timidly to his neck — 

* I know not, I hask not, if guilt's in that art, 
I know that I love thee, whatever thou hart.' 

^ Gilt in my heart,' said Dandolo, ^ gilt in the heart of 
Roderick ? No, never ! ' and he drew her towards him, 
and on her bonnet, her veil, her gloves, nay, on her very 
cheeks, he imprinted a thousand maddening kisses. 
* But say, my sweet one,' continued he, * who art thou ? 
I know you as yet only by your lovely baptismal name, 
and your other name of Grampus.' 

Adeliza looked down and blushed. ^ My parents are 
lowly,' she said. 

^ But how, then, came you at such a seminary ? ' said 
he ; ^ twenty pound a quarter, extras and washing not 
included.' 

* They are humble, but wealthy.' 

* Ha ! who is your father ? ' 

^ An alderman of yon metropolis.' 

^ An alderman I and what is his profession ? ' 

* I blush to tell : he is — an oystermonger.* 

*AN O YSTERMONGER ! ' screamed Roderick, 
in the largest capitals. ^ Ha I ha ! ha I this is too 
much ! ' and he dropped Adcliza's hand, and never spoke 
to her during the rest of her walk. They moved moodily 
on for some time. Miss Binx and the other young man 
marching astonished in the rear. At length they came 
within sight of the seminary. ^ Here is Bulgaria House,' 
cried the maiden steadily ; ^ Roderick, we must part I ' 
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The effort was too much for her ; she flung hqnelf 
hysterically into his arms. 

But, oh horror I a scream was heard from Miss Binx, 
i^ho i^eas seen scuttling at double-quick time towards the 
schoolhouse. Her young man had bolted completely ; 
and close at the side of the lovelv, though imprudent 
couple, stood the angry — and justly angry — Miss Zela 

dge! 

* Oh, Ferdinand,* said she, * is it thus you deceive me ? 
£>id I bring you to Bulgaria House for this ? — did I give 
you money to buy clothes for this, that you should go by 
fia.lse names, and make love to that saucy, slammerkin, 
sentimental Miss Grampus? Ferdinand, Ferdinand,' 
cried she, * is this true ? can I credit my eyes ? * 

< D your eyes ! ' said the Signor angrily, as he 

darted at her a withering look, and retired down the 
street. His curses might be heard long after he had 
passed. He never appeared more at Bulgaria House, for 
he received his dismissal the next day. 

That night all the front windows of the Miss Pidges's 
seminary were smashed to shivers. 

... .... 

On the following Thursday two places were taken in 
the coach to town. On the back seat sat the usher ; on 
the front, the wasted and miserable Adeliza Grampus. 



CHAPTER II 

But the matter did not end here. Miss Grampus's 
departure elicited from her a disclosure of several circum- 
stances which, we must say, in no degree increased the 
reputation of Miss Zela Pidge. The discoveries which 
she made were so awkward, the tale of crime and 
licentiousness revealed by her so deeply injurious to the 

2 D 
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ch^cter of the establishment, that the pupils emigrated 
from it in scores. Miss Binx retired to her friends at 
Wandsworth, Miss Jacobs to her relations in Hounds- 
ditchy and other young ladies, not mentioned in this 
history, to other and more moral schools; so that 
absolutely, at the end of a single half-year, such had been 
the scandal of the story, the Misses Pidge were left with 
only two pupils — Miss Dibble, the articled young lady, 
and Miss Bole, the grocer's daughter, who came in 
exchange for tea, candles, and other requisites supplied to 
the establishment by her father. 

* I knew it 1 I knew it I ' cried Zela passionately, as 
she trod the echoing and melancholy schoolroom ; ^ he 
told me that none ever prospered who loved him — that 
every flower was blighted upon which he shone) 
Ferdinand 1 Ferdinand, you have caused ruin there 1 ' 
(pointing to the empty cupboards and forms ) ' but what 
is that to the blacker ruin here?^ and the poor creature 
slapped her heart, and the big tears rolled down her chin, 
and so into her tucker. 

A very very few weeks after this, the plate on Bulgaria 
House was removed for ever. That mansion is now 
designated ' Moscow Hall, by Mr. Swishtail and 
assistants:' — the bankrupt and fugitive Misses Pidge 
have fled, Heaven knows whither I for the steamers to 
Boulogne cost more than five shillings in those days. 

Alderman Grampus, as may be imagined, did not 
receive his daughter with any extraordinary degree of 
courtesy. * He was as grumpy,* Mrs. G. remarked, ' on 
the occasion as a sow with the measles.' But had he not 
reason ? A lovely daughter who had neglected her 
education, forgotfe^n her morals for the second time, and 
fallen almost a prey to villains ! Miss Grampus for some 
months was kept in close confinement, nor ever suffered 
to stir, except occasionally to Bur Hill Row for air, and 
to church for devotion. Still, though she knew him to 
be false, — though she knew that under a different. 
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perhaps a prettier name, he bad offered the same vows to 
another — she could not but think of Roderick. 

That professor (as well — too well — he may be called !) 

knew too well her father's name and reputation to 

experience any difEculty in finding his abode. It was, 

as every City man knows, in Cheapside ; and thither 

Dandolo constantly bent his steps ; but though he 

marched unceasingly about the mansion, he never 

(mysteriously) would pass it. He watched Adeliza 

walking, he followed her to church ; and many and 

many a time as she jostled out at the gate of the 

Artillery-ground or the beadle-flanked portal at Bow, a 

tender hand would meet hers, an active foot would press 

upon hers, a billet discreetly delivered was as adroitly 

seized, to hide in the recesses of her pocket-handkerchief 

or to nestle in the fragrance of her bosom I Love ! 

Love I how ingenious thou art ! thou canst make a 

ladder of a silken thread, or a weapon of a straw ; thou 

peerest like sunlight into a dnngeon \ thou scalest, like 

forlorn hope, a castle wall \ the keep is taken ! — ^the 

foeman has fled ! — the banner of love floats triumphantly 

over the corpses of the slain ! * 

Thus, though denied the comfort of personal inters 
course, Adeliza and her lover maintained a frequent and 
tender correspondence. Nine times at least in a week, 
she, by bribing her maid-servant, managed to convey 
letters to the professor, to which he at rarer intervals, 
though with equal warmth, replied. 

•Why/ said the young lady in the course of this corre- 
spondence, 'why when I cast my eyes upon my Roderick, 
do I see him so wofully changed in outward guise ? He 
wears not the dress which formerly adorned him. Is he 
poor ? — ^is he in disguise ? — kIo debts oppress him, or traitors 

* We cannot explain thu last pauage ; but it it so beautiful that the 
reader will pardon the omission of sense, which the author certainly 
could have put in if he liked. 
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track him for his blood? Oh that my arms might shield 
him ! — Oh that my parse might aid him ! It is the fondest 
wish of Adbliza G. 

* P. ^.— Aware of your fondness for shell-fish, Susan i^ll 
leave a barrel of oysters at the Swan with Two Necks, 
directed to you, as per desire. Ad. G. 

^ P.S. — Are you partial to kippered salmon? The girl 
brings three pounds of it wrapped in a silken handkercHief. 
'Tis marked with the hair of Adeliza. 

* P.^.— I break open my note to say that you will find in 
it a small pot of anchovy paste : may it prove acceptable. 
Heigho ! I would that I could accompany it. A. G.' 

It nuy be imagined, from the text of this note, that 
Adeliza had profited not a little by the perusal of Miss 
Swipes's novels ; and it also gives a pretty clear notion 
of the condition of her lover. When that gentleman 
was a professor at Bulgaria House, his costume had 
strictly accorded with his pretensions. He wore a black 
German coat loaded with frogs and silk trimming, a 
white broad-brimmed beaver, hessians, and nankeen 
tights. His costume at present was singularly changed 
for the worse ; a rough brown frock-coat dangled dow^n 
to the calves of his brawny legs, where likewise ended a 
pair of greasy shepherd's-plaid trousers ; a dubious red 
waistcoat, a blue or bird's-eye neckerchief, and bluchers 
(or half-boots), remarkable for thickness and for mud, 
completed bis attire. But he looked superior to his for- 
tune ; he wore his grey hat very much on one ear ; he 
incessantly tugged at his smoky shirt collar, and walked 
jingling the halfpence (when he had any) in his pocket. 
He was, in fact, no better than an adventurer, and the 
innocent Adeliza was his prev. 

Though the professor react the first part of this letter 
with hope and pleasure, it may be supposed that the 
three postscripts were still more welcome to him — in 
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fact, he literally did what is often done in novels, he 
devoured them ; and Adeliza, on receiving a note from 
him the next day, after she had eagerly broken the seal, 
and iTirith panting bosom and flashing eye glanced over 
the contents — Adeliza, we say, was not altogether 
pleased when she read the following : — 

* Your goodness, dearest, passes belief; but never did poor 
fellow need it more than your miserable faithful Roderick. 
Yes ! 1 am poor — I am tracked by hell-hounds — I am changed 
in looks, and dress, and happiness — ^in all but love for thee ! 

* Hear my tale ! I come of a noble Italian family — ^the 
noblest, ay, in Venice. We were free once, and rich, and 
happy ; but the Prussian autograph has planted his banner on 
our towers — ^the talents of his haughty heagle have seized our 
wealth, and consigned most of our race to dungeons. I am 
not a prisoner, only an exile. A mother, a bed-ridden grand- 
mother, and five darling sisters escaped with me from Venice, 
and now share my poverty and my home. But I have 
wrestled with misfortune in vain ; I have struggled with 
want, till want has overcome me. Adeliza, I want bread ! 

*The kippered salmon was very good, the anchovies 
admirable. But, oh my love ! how thirsty they make those 
who have no means of slaking thirst. My poor grand- 
mother lies delirious in her bed, and cries in vain for drink. 
Alas ! our water is cut off; I have none to give her. The 
oysters was capital. Bless thee, bless thee ! angel of 
bounty ! Have you any more sich, and a few srimps ? My 
sisters are very fond of them. 

' Half-a-crown would oblige. But thou art too good to me 
already, and I blush to ask thee for more. Adieu, Adeliza. 

* The wretched but faithful 

'Roderick Ferdinand 

'(38th Count of Dandolo). 
* Bell Yard : June — .' 

' A shade of dissatisfaction, we say, clouded Adeliza's 

fair features as she perused this note ; and yet there was 

^ nothing in it which the tenderest lover might not write. 
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But the shrimps, the half-crown, the horrid picture of 
squalid poverty presented by the Count, sickened her 
young heart ; the innate delicacy of the woman revolted 
at the thought of all this misery. 

But better thoughts succeeded : her breast heaved as 
she read and re-read the singular passage concerning the 
Prussian autograph, who had planted his standard at 
Venice. 'I knew it !* she cried, *I knew it ! — ^he is of 
noble race ! O Roderick, I will perish, but I will help 
thee!' 

Alas ! she was not well enough acquainted with 
history to perceive that the Prussian autograph had 
nothing to do with Venice, and had forgotten altogether 
that she herself had coined the story which this ad- 
venturer returned to her. 

But a difficulty presented itself to Adeliza's mind. 
Her lover asked for money — where was she to find it ? 
The next day the till of the shop was empty, and a 
weeping apprentice dragged before the Lord Mayor. It 
is true that no signs of the money were found upon him ; 
it is true that he protested his innocence ; but he was 
dismissed the alderman's service, and passed a month at 
Bridewell because Adeliza Grampus had a needy lover. 

•Dearest/ she wrote, *will threc-and-twenty and seven- 
pence suffice ? 'Tis all I have : take it, and with it the 
fondest wishes of your Adeliza. 

* A sudden thought ! Our apprentice is dismissed. My 
father dines abroad ; I shall be in the retail establishment all 
the night, alone, A. G.' 

No sooner had the professor received this note than 
his mind was made up. * I will see her,' he said ; * I 
will enter that accursed shop.' He did, and to his ruin. 

That night Mrs. Grampus and her daughter took 
possession of the bar or counter, in the place which 
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Adeliza called the retail establishment, and which is 
commonly denominated the shop. Mrs. Grampus her- 
self operated with the oyster-knife, and served the Milton 
morsels to the customers. Age had not diminished her 
skilly nor had wealth rendered her too proud to resume at 
need a profession which she had followed in early days. 
Adeliza flew gracefully to and fro with the rolls, the 
vinegar-bottle with perforated cork, and the little pats of 
butter. A little boy ran backwards and forwards to the 
* Blue Lion ' over the way, for the pots of porter, or for 
the brandy-and-water, which some gentlemen take after 
the play. 

Midnight arrived. Miss Grampus was looking 
through the window, and contrasting the gleaming 
gas which shone upon the ruby lobsters with the calm 
moon which lightened up the Poultry, and threw a 
halo round the Royal Exchange. She was lost in 
maiden meditation, when her eye fell upon a pane of 
glass in her own window : squeezed against this, flat 
and white, was the nose of a man ! — that man was 
Roderick Dandolo I He seemed to be gazing at 
the lobsters more intensdy than at Adeliza ; he had 
his hands in his pockets, and was whistling ^Jim 
Crow.' ♦ 

Miss Grampus felt sick with joy: she staggered to 
the counter and almost fainted. The professor con- 
cluded his melody, and entered at once into the shop. 
He pretended to have no knowledge of Miss Grampus, 
but ahorded the two ladies with easy elegance and 
irresistible good-humour. 

* Good evening, ma'am,' said he, bowing profoundly 
to the elder lady. * What a precious hot evening to be 
sure ! — hot, ma'am, and hungrv, as they say. I could not 
resist them lobsters, 'specially when I saw the lady 
behind 'em.' 

* I know this is an anachronism ; but I only mean that he was perform- 
ing one of the popular melodies of the time. — M. A. T. 
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At this gallant speech Mrs. Grampus bhislicd, or 
looked as if she would blush, and said — 
' Law, sir I ' 

' Law, indeed, ma'am,' pla]rfiill7 continiied the 
professor: * you're a precious deal better than law — 
you're divinityj ma'am; and this, I presume, is jour 
sister ? ' 

He pointed to Adeliza as he spoke, who, pale and 
mute, stood fainting against a heap of ginger-beer bottles. 
The old lady was quite won by this stale compliment. 

' My daughter, sir,' she said. ^ Addly, lay a doth for 
the gentleman. Do you take hoysters, sir, hor lobsters ? 
Both is very fine.' 

* Why, ma'am,' said he, ^ to say truth, I have come 
forty miles since dinner, and don't care if I have a little 
of both. I'll begin, if you please, with that there (Lord 
bless its claws, they're as red as you're lips !) and we'll 
astonish a few of the natives afterwards, by your leave.' 

Mrs. Grampus was delighted with the manners and 
the appetite of the stranger. She proceeded forthwith 
to bisect the lobster, while the professor, in a digagi 
manner, his cane over his shoulder, and a cheerfid whistle 
upon his lips, entered the little parlour, and took possession 
of a box and a table. 

He was no sooner seated than, from a scuffle, a giggle, 
and a smack, Mrs. Grampus was induced to suspect that 
something went wrong in the oyster-room. 

^ Hadeliza I ' cried she : and that young woman 
returned blushing now like a rose, who had been as pale 
before as a lily. 

Mrs. G. herself took in the lobster, bidding her 
daughter sternly to stay in the shop. She approached 
the stranger with an angry air, and laid the lobster before 
him. 

' For shame, sir 1 ' said she solemnly ; but all of a 
sudden she began to giggle like her daughter, and her 
speech ended with an ^Have done notu!* 
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^ATe were not behind the curtain, and cannot of course 
say i^hat took place ; but it is evident that the professcnr 
ivas a general lover of the sex. 

Nlrs. Grampus returned to the shop, rubbing her lips 
virith her fat arms, and restored to perfect good-humour. 
HThe little errand-boy was despatched over the way for 
a bottle of Guinness and a glass of brandy-and-water. 

• Hot with ! * shouted a manly voice from the eating- 
room, and Adeliza was pained to think that in her 
presence her lover could eat so well. 

He ate indeed as if he had never eaten before : here is 
the bill as written by Mrs. Grampus herself. 

£ X. d. 

*Two lobsters at 3s. 6d. . . . 70 



Salit 


I 


3 


2 Bottils Doubling Stott . 


2 


4 


1 1 Doz. Best natifs 


7 


4 


14 Pads of Better . 


I 


2 


4 Glasses B. & W. . 


4 





Bredd (love Sc\) , 


I 


2 


Brakitch of tumler . 


. ' I 


6 



/I 5 9 

* To Samuel Grampus^ 

* At the Mermaid in Cbeapside, 

* Shell-fish in all varieties. N.B, — ^A great saving in 
taking a quantity.' 

* A saving in taking a quantity^ said the stranger 
archly. *Why, ma'am, you ought to let me oflF very 
cheap ; ' and the professor, the pot-boy, Adeliza, and her 
mamma, grinned equally at this pleasantry. 

' However, never mind the pay, missis,* continued he ; 
^ we an't a-going to quarrel about that. Hadd another 
glass of brandy and water to the bill, and bring it me, 
when it shall be as I am now/ 

* Law, sir,* simpered Mrs. Grampus, * how's that ? * 
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* Reuatulj ma'am, to be sure,' replied he, as he sank 
back upon the table. The old ladjr went laughing away, 
pleased with her merry and facetious custcuner ; the little 
boy picked up the oyster-shells, of which a mighty 
pyramid was formed at the professor's feet. 

' Here, Sammy,' cried out shrill Mrs. Grampus from 
the shop, ' go over to the ^^ Blue Lion " and get the 
gentleman his glass : but no, you are better where you 
are pickin' up them shells. Go you, Hadeliza ; it is but 
across the way.' 

Adeliza went with a very bad grace ; she had hoped 
to exchange at least a few words with him her soul 
adored ; and her mother's jealousy prevented the comj^e- 
tion of her wish. 

She had scarcely gone when Mr. Grampus entered 
from his dinner-party. But, though fond of pleasure, he 
was equally faithful to business ; without a word he hung 
up his brass-buttoned coat, put on his hairy cap, and 
stuck his sleeves through his apron. 

As Mrs. Grampus was tying it (an office which this 
faithful lady regularly performed), he asked her what 
business had occurred during his absence. 

*Not so bad,' said she; ^two pound ten to-night, 
besides one pound eight to receive,' and she handed Mr. 
Grampus the bill. 

^ How many are there on 'em ? ' said that gentleman, 
smiling, as his eye gladly glanced over the items of the 
account. 

* Why, that's the best of all : how many do you 
think?' 

* If four did it,' said Mr. Grampus, * they wouldn't 
have done badly neither.' 

^ What do you think of one? ^ cried Mrs. G., laughing, 
^and he an't done yet. Haddy is gone to fetch him 
another glass of brandv and water.' 

Mr. Grampus loosed very much alarmed. *Only 
one, and you say he an't paid i ' 
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* No,* said the lady. 

Mr. Grampus seized the bill, and rushed wildly into 
^he dining-room : the little boy was picking up the 
oyster-shells still, there were so many of them ; the 
professor was seated on the table, laughing as if drunk, 
and picking his teeth with his fork. 

Grampus, shaking in every joint, held out the bill : a 
horrid thought crossed him ; he had seen that face 
before 1 

Xhe professor kicked sneeringly into the air the idle 
piece of paper, and swung his legs recklessly to and fro. 

^What a flat you are,' shouted he, in a voice of 
thunder, ^ to think I'm a-goin' to pay 1 Pay ! I never 
pay — I'm Dando ! ' 

The people in the other boxes crowded forward to see 
the celebrated stranger ; the little boy grinned as he 
dropped two hundred and forty-four oyster-shells, and 
Mr. Grampus rushed madly into his front shop, shrieking 
for a watchman. 

As he ran, he stumbled over something on the floor — 
a woman and a glass of brandy and water lay there 
extended. Like Tarquinia reversed, Elijah Grampus 
was trampling over the lifeless body of Adeliza. 

Why enlarge upon the miserable theme ? The con- 
fiding girl, in returning with the grog from the ^ Blue 
Lion,' had arrived at the shop only in time to hear 
the ^tal name of Dando. She saw him tipsy and 
triumphant, bestriding the festal table, and yelling with 
horrid laughter ! The truth flashed upon her — she 
fell ! 

Lost to worldly cares in contemplating the sorrows of 
their fdolised child, her parents forgot all else beside. 
Mrs. G. held the vinegar-cruet to her nostrils ; her 
husband brought the soda-water fountain to play upon 
her; it restored her to life, but not to sense. When 
Adeliza Grampus rose from that trance she was a 

MANIAC ! 
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But what became of the deceiver? The gormaiidisuig 
ruffian, the lying renegade, the fiend in human shape, 
escaped in tne midst of this scene of desc J at ion , He 
walked unconcerned through the shop, his hat cockrJ on 
one side as before, swaggering as before, whistling as 
before : hx in the moonlight night you see his figure ; 
long, lone in the night-silence rang his dmnaniac 
meuxly of * Jim CrowM 

• ••••• • 

When Samuel the boy cleaned out the shop in the 
morning, and made the inventory of the goo<ls, a silver 
fork, a plated ditto, a dish, and a pewter-pot were found 
to be wanting. Ingenuity will not be long in guessing 
the name of the thtrf. 

Gentles, my tale is told. If it may have deterred one 
soul from vice, my end is fully answered : if it may have 
taught to school-mistresses carefulness, to pupils circum- 
spection, to youth the folly of sickly sentiment, the pain 
of bitter deception ; to manhood the crime, the meanness 
of gluttony, the vice which it occasions, and the wicked 
passions it fosters ; if these, or any of these, have been 
taught by the above tale, the writer seeks for no other 
reward. 

Note. — Please send the proceeds as requested per 
letter ; the bearer being directed not to give up the 
manuscript without. 



BLUEBEARD'S GHOST 

For some time after the fatal accident which deprived 
her of her husband, Mrs. Bluebeard was, as may be 
imagined, in a state of profound grief. 

There was not a widow in all the country who went 

^o such an expense for black bombazeen. She had her 

beautiful hair confined in crimped caps, and her weepers 

came over her elbows. Of course she saw no company 

except her sister Anne (whose company was anything 

but pleasant to the widow) ; as for her brothers, their 

odious mess-table manners had always been disagreeable 

to her. What did she care for jokes about the major, or 

scandal concerning the Scotch surgeon of the regiment ? 

If they drank their wine out of black bottles or crystal, 

what did it matter to her ? Their stories of the stable, 

the parade, and the last run with the hounds, were 

perfectly odious to her ; besides, she could not bear their 

impertinent mustachios and filthy habit of smoking 

cigars. 

They were always wild vulgar young men at the 
best ; but mWj oh I their presence to her delicate soul 
was horror I How could she bear to look on them after 
what had occurred ? She thought of the best of husbands 
ruthlessly cut down by their cruel heavy cavalry sabres j 
the kind friend, the generous landlord, the spotless 
justice of peace, in whose family differences these rude 
cornets of dragoons had dared to interfere, whose vener- 
able blue hairs they had dragged down with sorrow to 
the grave I 

4313 
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She put up a most splendid monument to her departed 
lord over the family vault of the Bluebeards. The rector. 
Doctor Sly, who had been Mr. Bluebeard's tutor at 
college, wrote an epitaph in the most pompous yet 
pathetic Latin : — ^ Siste, viator I mcerens conjux, heu ! 
quanto minus est cum reliquis versari quam tut 
meminisse ; ' in a word, everything that is usually said in 
epitaphs. A bust of the departed saint, with ^^irtue 
mourning over it, stood over the epitaph, surrounded by 
mer*..' '' '^f his wives, and one of these medallions had 
a;^ yet no name in it, nor (the epitaph said) could the 
widow ever be consoled until her own name was inscribed 
there. ^ For then I shall be with him. In coelo quies,' 
she would say, throwing up her fine eyes to heaven, and 
quoting the enormous words of the hatchment w^hich 
was put up in the church and over Bluebeard's Hall, 
where the butler, the housekeeper, the footman, the 
housemaid, and scullions, were all in the profoundest 
mourning. The keeper went out to shoot birds in a 
crape band ; nay, the very scarecrows in the orchard and 
fruit-garden were ordered to be dressed in black. 

Sister Anne was the only person who refused to wear 
black. Mrs. Bluebeard would have parted with her, but 
she had no other female relative. Her father, it may be 
remembered by readers of the former part of her 
Memoirs, had married again ; and the mother-in-law and 
Mrs. Bluebeard, as usual, hated each other furiously. 
Mrs. Shacabac had come to the Hall on a visit of con- 
dolence ; but the widow was so rude to her on the 
second day of the visit that the stepmothor quitted the 
house in a fury. As for the Bluebeards, of course they 
hated the widow. Had not Mr. Bluebeard settled every 
shilling upon her ? and, having no children by his former 
marriage, her property, as I leave you to fancy, was pretty 
handsome. So sister Anne was the only female 
relative whom Mrs. Bluebeard would keep near her, and, 
as we all know, a woman must have a female relative 
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under any circumstances of pain, or pleasure, or profit — 
when she is married, or when she is in a delicate situation. 
But let us continue our story. 

^ I will never wear mourning for that odious wretch, 
sister ! ' Anne would cry. 

^ I will trouble you, Miss Anne, not to use such words 
in my presence regarding the best of husbands, or to quit 
the room at once ! ' the widow would answer. 

^ I'm sure it's no great pleasure to sit in it. I wonder 
you don't make use of the closet, sister, where the other 
Mrs. Bluebeards are.' 

^ Impertinence ! they were all embalmed by Monsieur 
Gannal. How dare you repeat the monstrous calumnies 
regarding the best of men i Take down the family 
Bible and read what my blessed saint says of his wives — 
read it written in his own hand : — 



C «i 



Friday^ June 20. — Married my beloved wife, Anna 
Maria Scrogginsia. 

*** Saturday^ August i. — A bereaved husband has scarcely 
strength to write down in this chronicle that the dearest of 
wives, Anna Maria Scrogginsia, expired this day of sore 
throat." 

' There ! can anything be more convincing than that ? 
Read again : — 

* " Tuesday^ Sept, i. — This day I led to the hymeneal altar 
my soul's blessing, Louisa Matilda Hopkinson. May this 
angel supply the place of her I have lost ! 

^^^ Wednesday^ October 5. — Oh, heavens! pity the distrac- 
tion of a wretch who is obliged to record the ruin of his 
dearest hopes and affections ! This day my adored Louisa 
Matilda Hopkinson gave up the ghost ! A complaint of the 
head and shoulders was the sudden cause of the event which 
has rendered the unhappy subscriber the most miserable of 
men. Bluebeard. 

^ Every one of the women are calendared in this 
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delightful, this pathetic, this truly virtuous and tender 
way ; and can you suppose that a man who wrote such 
sentiments could be a murderer y miss ? ' 

* Do you mean to say that he did not kill them, then V 
said Anne. 

* Gracious goodness, Anne, kill them ! they died all as 
naturally as I hope you wilL My blessed husband was 
an angel of goodness and kindness to them. Was it hu 
&ult that the doctors could not cure their maladies? 
No, that it wasn't ! and when they died the inconsolable 
husband had their bodies embalmed, in order that on this 
side of the grave he might never part from them/ 

*• And why did he taJce you up in the tower, pray }, 
and why did you send me in such a hurry to the leads \ 
and why did he sharpen his long knife, and roar out to 

you to COME DOWN ? ' 

'Merely to punish me for my curiosity — the dear, 
good, kind, excellent creature ! ' sobbed the widow, 
overpowered with affectionate recollections of her lord's 
attentions to her. 

' I wish,' said sister Anne sulkily, ' that I had not 
been in such a hurry in summoning my brothers.' 

' Ah 1 ' screamed Mrs. Bluebeard, with a harrowing 
scream, ' don't— don't recall that horrid fatal day, miss ! 
If you had not misled your brothers, my poor dear 
darling Bluebeard would still be in life, still — still the 
soul's joy of his bereaved Fatima ! ' 

Whether it is that all wives adore husbands when the 
latter are no more, or whether it is that Fatima's version 
of the story is really the correct one, and that the 
common impression against Bluebeard is an odious 
prejudice, and that he no more murdered his wives than 
you and I have, remains yet to be proved, and indeed 
does not much matter for the understanding of the rest 
of Mrs. B.'s adventures. And though people will say 
that Bluebeard's settlement of his whole fortune on his 
wife, in event of survivorship, was a mere act of absurd 
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lystiiicarion, seeing that he was fully determined to cut 
er head ofF after the honeymoon, yet the best test of 
is real intentions is the profound grief which the widow 
manifested for his death, and the hct that he left her 
nighty well»to-do in the world. 

If any one were to leave you or me a fortune, my dear 

riend, would we be too anxious to rake up the how and 

;he why ? Pooh I pooh ! we would take it and make 

10 bones about it, and Mrs. Bluebeard did likewise. 

Her husband's family, it is true, argued the point with 

her, and said, 'Madam, you must perceive that Mr. 

Bluebeard never intended the fortune for you, as it was 

his fixed intention to chop off your head ! it is clear that 

he meant to leave his money to his blood relations, 

therefore you ought in equity to hand it over.' But she 

sent them all off with a flea in their ears, as the saying is, 

and said, ' Your argument may be a very good one, but 

I will, if you please, keep the money.' And she ordered 

the mourning as we have before shown, and indulged 

in grief, and exalted everywhere the character of the 

deceased. If any one would but leave me a fortune, 

what a funeral and what a character I would give him ! 

Bluebeard Hall is situated, as we all very well know, 

in a remote country district, and although a fine 

residence, is remarkably gloomy and lonely. To the 

widow's susceptible mind, after the death of her darling 

husband, the place became intolerable. The walk, the 

lawn, the fountain, the green glades of park over which 

frisked the dappled deer, all — all recalled the memory of 

her beloved. It was but yesterday that, as they roamed 

through the park in the calm summer evening, her 

Bluel^ard pointed out to the keeper the fat buck he was 

to kill. * Ah ! * said the widow, with tears in her fine 

eyes, ^ the artless stag was shot down, the haunch was 

cut and roasted, the jelly had been prepared from the 

currant-bushes in the garden that he loved, but my 

Bluebeard never ate of the venison ! Look, Anna 

2 E 
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sweet, pass we the old oak hall ; 'tis hung with trophies 
won by him in the chase, with pictures of the noble race 
of Bluebeard ! Look ! by the fireplace there is the gig- 
whip, his riding-whip, the spud with which you know he 
used to dig the weeds out of the terrace- walk ; in that 
drawer are his spurs, his whistle, his visiting-cards, with 
his dear dear name engraven upon them ! There are 
the bits of string that he used to cut off the parcels and 
keep because string was always useful ! his button-hook, 
and there is the peg on which he used to hang his b — 
h—hat I ' 

Uncontrollable emotions, bursts of passionate tears, 
would follow these tender reminiscences of the widow ; 
and the long and short of the matter was that she was 
determined to give up Bluebeard Hall and live elsewhere ; 
her love for the memory of the deceased, she said, rendered 
the place too wretched. 

Of course an envious and sneering world said that she 
was tired of the country and wanted to marry again ; but 
she little heeded its taunts, and Anne, who hated her 
stepmother and could not live at home, was fain to 
accompany her sister to the town where the Bluebeards 
have had for many years a very large, genteel, old- 
fiishioned house. So she went to the town-house, where 
they lived and quarrelled pretty much as usual; and 
though Anne often threatened to leave her, and go to a 
boarding-house, of which there were plenty in the place, 
yet after all, to live with her sister, and drive out in the 
carriage with the footman and coachman in mourning, 
and the lozenge on the panels, with the Bluebeard and 
Shacabac arms quartered on it, was far more respectable, 
and so the lovely sisters continued to dwell together. 

For a lady under Mrs. Bluebeard's circumstances, the 
to^n-house had other and peculiar advantages. Besides 
being an exceedingly spacious and cfismal brick building, 
with a dismal iron railing in front, and long dismal thin 



BLUEBEARD'S GHOST 429 

windows with little panes of glass, it looked out into the 
churchyard where, time out of mind, between two yew 
trees, one of which is cut into the form of a peacock, 
while the other represents a dumb-waiter — it looked into 
the churchyard where the monument of the late Blue- 
beard was placed over the family vault. It was the first 
thing the widow saw from her bedroom window in the 
morning, and 'twas sweet to watch at night from the 
parlour the pallid moonlight lighting up the bust of the 
departed, and Virtue throwing great black shadows 
athivart it. Polyanthuses, rhododendra, ranunculuses, 
and other flowers with the largest names and of the most 
delightful odours, were planted within the little iron 
railing that enclosed the last resting-place of the Blue- 
beards; and the beadle was instructed to half-kill any 
little boys who might be caught plucking these sweet 
testimonies of a wife's aflFection. 

Over the sideboard in the dining-room hung a full- 
length of Mr. Bluebeard, by Tickiegill, R.A., in a 
militia uniform, frowning down upon the knives and 
forks and silver trays. Over the mantelpiece he was re- 
presented in a hunting costume on his favourite horse ; 
there was a sticking-plaster silhouette of him in the 
widow's bedroom, and a miniature in the drawing-room, 
where he was drawn in a gown of black and gold, holding 
a gold-tasselled trencher-cap with one hand, and with the 
other pointing to a diagram of Pons Asinorum. This 
likeness was taken when he was a fellow-commoner at 
Saint John's College, Cambridge, and before the growth 
of that blue beard which was the ornament of his man- 
hood, and a part of which now formed a beautiful blue 
neck-chain for his bereaved wife. 

Sister Anne said the town-house was even more dismal 
than the country-house, for there was pure air at the 
Hall, and it was pleasanter to look out on a park than on 
a churchyard, however fine the monuments might be. 
But the widow said she was a light-minded hussy, and 
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persisted as usual in her lamentations and mourning. 
The only male whom she would admit within her doors 
was the parson of the parish, who read sermons to her ; 
and, as his reverence was at least seventy years old, Anne, 
though she might be ever so much minded to fall in love, 
had no opportunity to indulge her inclination ; and the 
townspeo|rfe, scandalous as they might be, could not find 
a word to say against the liaison of the venerable man and 
the heart«8tricken widow. 

All other company she resolutely refused. When the 
players were in the town, the poor manager, who came 
to beg her to bespeak a comedy, was thrust out of the 
gates by the big butler. Though there were balls, card- 
parties, and assemblies. Widow Bluebeard would never 
subscribe to one of them ; and even the officers, those 
all-conquering heroes who make such ravages in ladies' 
hearts, and to whom all ladies' doors are commonly open, 
could never geran entry into the widow's house. Captain 
Whiskeriield strutted for three weeks up and down before 
her house, and had not the least effect upon her. Captain 
O'Grady (of an Irish regiment) attempted to bribe the 
servants, and one night actually scaled the garden-wall ; 
but all that he got was his foot in a man-trap, not to 
mention being dreadfully scarified by the broken glass ; 
and so hi never made love any more. Finally, Captain 
Blackbeard, whose whiskers vied in magnitude with 
those of the deceased Bluebeard himself, although he 
attended church regularly every week — ^he who had not 
darkened the doors of a church for ten years before — 
even Captain Blackbeard got nothing by his piety ; and 
the widow never once took her eyes off her book to look 
at him. The barracks were in despair ; and Captain 
Whiskerfield's tailor, who had supplied him with new 
clothes in order to win the widow's heart, ended by clap- 
ping the Captain into gaol. 

His reverence the parson highly applauded the widow's 
conduct to the officers ; but, being himself rather of a 
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social turn, and fond of a good dinner and a bottle, 
he represented to the lovely mourner that she should 
endeavour to divert her grief by a little respectable 
society, and recommended that she should from time to 
tixne entertain a few grave and sober persons whom he 
would present to her. As Doctor Sly had an unbounded 
influence over the fair mourner, she acceded to his 
desires ; and accordingly he introduced to her house 
some of the most venerable and worthy of his acquaint- 
ance — ^all married people, however, so that the widow 
should not take the least alarm. 

It happened that the Doctor had a nephew, who was 
a la^ryer in London, and this gentleman came dutifully 
in the long vacation to pay a visit to his reverend uncle. 
^ He is none of your roystering dashing young fellows,' 
said his reverence ; ^ he is the delight of his mamma and 
sisters ; he never drinks anything stronger than tea ; he 
never missed church thrice a Sunday for these twenty 
years ; and I hope, my dear and amiable madame, that 
you will not object to receive this pattern of young men 
for the sake of your most devoted friend, his uncle.' 

The widow consented to receive Mr. Sly. He was 
not a handsome man certainly. 'But what does that 
matter ? ' said the Doctor ; ' he is goody and virtue is 
better than all the beauty of all the dragoons in the 
Queen's service.' 

Mr. Sly came there to dinner, and he came to tea ; 
and he drove out with the widow in the carriage with 
the lozenge on it ; and at church he handed the psalm- 
book ; and, in short, he paid her every attention which 
could be expected from so polite a young gentleman. 

At this the town began to talk, as people in towns 
will. 'The Doctor kept all bachelors out of the 
widow's house,' said they, 'in order that that ugly 
nephew of his may have the field entirely to himself.' 
These speeches were of course heard by Sister Anne, and 
the little minx was not a little glad to take advanuge 



432 TALES 

of them, in order to induce her sister to see some more 
cheerful company. The fact is, the young hussy loved 
a dance or a game at cards much more than a humdrum 
conversation over a tea-table ; and so she plied her 
sister day and night with hints as to the propriety of 
opening her house, receiving the gentry of the county, 
and spending her fortune. 

To this point the widow at length, though with 
many sighs and vast unwillingness, acceded ; and she 
went so &r as to order a very becoming half-mourning, 
in which all the world declared she looked charming. 
^ I carry/ said she, ^ my blessed Bluebeard in my heart — 
that is in the deepest mourning for him, and when the 
heart grieves there is no need of outward show/ 

So she issued cards for a little quiet tea and supper, 
and several of the best families in the town and neigh- 
bourhood attended her entertainment. It was followed 
by another and another ; and at last Captain Blackbeard 
was actually introduced, though, of course, he came in 
plain clothes. 

Dr. Sly and his nephew never could abide the 
Captain. ^They had heard some queer stories,' they 
said, * about proceedings in barracks. Who was it that 
drank three bottles at a sitting ? who had a mare that 
ran for the plate ? and why was it that Dolly Coddlins 
left the town so suddenly ? ' Mr. Sly turned up the 
whites of his eyes as his uncle asked these questions, and 
sighed for the wickedness of the world. But for all that 
he was delighted, especially at the anger which the 
widow manifested when the Dolly Coddlins afiair was 
hinted at. She was furious, and vowed she would never 
see the wretch again. The lawyer and his uncle were 
charmed. O short-sighted lawyer and parson, do you 
think Mrs. Bluebeard would have been so angry if she 
had not been jealous ? — do you think she would have 

been jealous if she had not had not what ? She 

protested that she no more cared for the Captain than 
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she did for one of her footmen ; but the next time 
he called she would not condescend to say a word to 
him. 

^ 'My dearest Miss Anne,' said the Captain, as he met 
her in Sir Roger de Coverley (she was herself dancing 
with Ensign Trippet), * what is the matter with your 
lovely sister i ' 

^ Dolly Coddlins is the matter/ said Miss Anne. 
^ IVIr. Sly has told all ; ' and she was down the middle in 
a twinkling. 

The Captain blushed so at this monstrous insinuation 
that any one could see how incorrect it was. He made 
innumerable blunders in the dance, and was all the time 
casting such ferocious glances at Mr. Sly (who did not 
dance, but sat by the widow and ate ices), that his partner 
thought he was mad, and that Mr. Sly became very 
uneasy. 

When the dance was over, he came to pay his respects 
to the widow, and, in so doing, somehow trod so violendy 
on Mr. Sly's foot that that gentleman screamed with pain, 
and presently went home. But though he was gone the 
widow was not a whit more gracious to Captain Black- 
beard. She requested Mr. Trippet to order her carriage 
that night, and went home without uttering one single 
word to Captain Blackbeard. 

The next morning, and with a face of preternatural 
longitude, the Reverend Doctor Sly paid a visit to the 
widow. ^The wickedness and bloodthirstiness of the 
world,' said he, ^ increase every day. O my dear madam, 
what monsters do we meet in it — what wretches, what 
assassins, are allowed to go abroad ! Would you believe 
it, that this morning, as my nephew was taking his 
peaceful morning meal, one of the ru£Sans from the 
barracks presented himself with a challenge from Captain 
Blackbeard ? ' 

' Is he hurt i * screamed the widow. 

^ No, my dear friend, my dear Frederick is not hurt. 
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And oh, what a joy it will be to him to think you have 
that tender solicitude for his welfare ! ' 

' You know I have always had the highest respect for 
him,' said the widow ; who, when she screamed, was in 
truth thinking of somebody else. But the Doctor did 
not choose to interpret her thoughts in that way, and 
gave all the benefit of them to his nephew. 

^ That anxiety, dearest madam, which you express for 
him emboldens me, encourages me, authorises me, to 
press a point on you which I am sure must have entered 
your thoughts ere now. The dear youth in whom you 
have shown such an interest lives but for you ! Yes, 
jfair lady, start not at hearing that his sole affections are 
yours ; and with what pride shall I carry to him back the 
news that he is not indi£Ferent to you 1 ' 

^Are they going to fight?' continued the lady, in a 
breathless state of alarm. ^ For Heaven's sake, dearest 
Doctor, prevent the horrid horrid meeting. Send for a 
magistrate's warrant ; do anything ; but do not suffer 
those misguided young men to cut each other's throats ! ' 

^ Fairest lady, I fly ! ' said the Doctor, and went baclc 
to lunch quite delighted with the evident partiality Mrs. 
Bluebeard showed for his nephew. And Mrs. Bluebeard^ 
not content with exhorting him to prevent the duel, 
rushed to Mr. Pound, the magistrate, informed him of 
the facts, got out warrants against both Mr. Sly and the 
Captain, and would have put them into execution ; but 
it was discovered that the former gentleman had abruptly 
left town, so that the constable could not lay hold of him. 

It somehow, however, came to be generally known 
that the widow Bluebeard had declared herself in favour 
of Mr. Sly, the lawyer ; that she had fainted when told 
her lover was about to fight a duel ; finally, that she had 
accepted him, and would marry him as soon as the quarrel 
between him and the Captain was settled. Doctor Sly, 
when applied to, hummed and ha'd, and would give no 
direct answer ; but he denied nothing, and looked so 
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knowing, that all the world was certain of the bet ; and 
the county paper next week stated : — 

• We understand that the lovely and wealthy Mrs. Bl — ^b— rd 
is about once more to enter the bonds of wedlock with our 
distinguished townsman, Frederick S-y, Esquire, of the 
Nliddle Temple, London. The learned gentleman left town 
in consequence of a dispute with a gallant son of Mars which 
i^as likely to have led to warlike results, had not a magistrate's 
^^arrant intervened, when the Captain was bound over to keep 
tlie peace.' 

In fact, as soon as the Captain was so bound over, Mr. 
Sly came back, stating that he had quitted the town not 
to avoid a duel — far from it, but to keep out of the way 
of the magistrates, and give the Captain every fecility. 
JHe had taken out no warrant; he had been perfectly 
ready to meet the Captain ; if others had been more 
prudent, it was not his fault. So he held up his head, and 
cocked his hat with the most determined air ; and all the 
lawyers' clerks in the place were quite proud of their hero. 

As for Captain Blackbeard, his rage and indignation 
may be imagined ; a wife robbed from him, his honour 
put in question, by an odious, lanky, squinting lawyer 1 
He fell ill of a fever incontinently ; and the surgeon was 
obliged to take a quantity of blood from him, ten times 
the amount of which he swore he would have out of the 
veins of the atrocious Sly, 

The announcement in the Mercury^ however, filled the 
widow with almost equal indignation. ^ The widow of 
the gallant Bluebeard,' she said, ^ marry an odious 
wretch who lives in dingy chambers in the Middle 
Temple ! Send for Doctor Sly.* The Doctor came ; 
she rated him soundly, asked him how he dared set 
abroad such calumnies concerning her ; ordered him to 
send his nephew back to London at once $ and^ as he 
valued her esteem, as he valued the next presentation to 
a &t living which lay in her gift, to contradict every- 
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. where, and in the fullest terms, the wicked report 
concerning her* 

^My dearest madam,' said the Doctor, pulling his 
longest face, ^you shall be obeyed. The poor lad shall 
be acquainted with the fatal change in your senti- 
ments!' 

^ Change in my sentiments. Doctor Sly i ' 
' With the destruction of his hopes, rather let me say ; 
and Heaven grant that the dear boy have strength to 
bear up against the misfortune which comes so suddenly 
upon him 1 ' 

The next day sister Anne came with a face fiill of 
care to Mrs. Bluebeard. ^Oh that unhappy lover of 
yours ! ' said she. 

' Is the Captain unwell ? ' exclaimed the widow. 
* No, it is the other,' answered sister Anne. ' Poor, 
poor Mr. Sly 1 He made a will leaving you all, except 
five pounds a year to his laundress : he made his will, 
locked his door, took heartrending leave of his uncle at 
night, and this morning was found hanging at his bed- 
post, when Sambo, the black servant, took him up his 
water to shave. "Let me be buried," he said, **with 
the pincushion she gave me and the locket containing 
her hair." Did you give him a pincushion, sister ? did 
you give him a locket with your hair i ' 

^ It was only silver-gilt 1 ' sobbed the widow ; ' and 
now, O heavens 1 I have killed him ! ' The heart- 
rending nature of her sobs may be imagined ; but they 
were abruptly interrupted by her sister. 

' Killed him i — no such thing ! Sambo cut him down 
when he was as black in the face as the honest negro 
himself. He came down to breakfast, and I leave you 
to fancy what a touching meeting took place between 
the nephew and uncle.' 

' So much love ! ' thought the widow. * What a pity 
he squints so ! If he would but get his eyes put straight, 
I might perhaps ' She did not finish the sentence : 
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ladies often leave this sort of sentence in a sweet con- 
fusion. 

But hearing some news regarding Captain Blackbeard, 
whose illness and blood-letting were described to her 
most pathetically, as well as accurately, by the Scotch 
surgeon of the regiment, her feelings of compassion 
towards the lawyer cooled somewhat : and when Dr. Sly 
called to know if she would condescend to meet the un- 
happy youth, she said, in rather a distrait manner, that 
she wished him every happiness ; that she had the 
highest regard and respect for him $ that she besought 
him not to think any more of committing the dreadful 
crime which would have made her unhappy for ever ; but 
that she thought, for the sake of both parties, they had 
better not meet until Mr. Sly's feelings had grown 
somewhat more calm. 

^Poor fellow ! poor fellow !* said the Doctor, *may 
he be enabled to bear his frightful calamity ! I hsive 
taken away his razors from him, and Sambo, my man, 
never lets him out of his sight.' 

The next day Mrs. Bluebeard thought of sending a 
friendly message to Dr. Sly*s, asking for news of the 
health of his nephew; but, as she was giving her orders 
on that subject to John Thomas the footman, it 
happened that the Captain arrived, and so Thomas was 
sent downstairs again. And the Captain looked so 
delightfully interesting with his arm in a sling, and his 
beautiful black whiskers curling round a face which was 
paler than usual, that at the end of two hours the widow 
forgot the message altogether, and indeed, I believe, 
asked the Captain whether he would not stop and dine. 
Ensign Trippet came, too, and the party was very 
pleasant ; and the military gentlemen laughed hugely at 
the idea of the lawyer having been cut oS the bed-post 
by the black servant, and were so witty on the subject, 
that the widow ended by half believing that the bed-post 
and hanging scheme on the part of Mr. Sly was only a 
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feint^-a trick to win her heart. Though this, to be 
sure, was not agreed to by the lady without a pang, for 
t*trt lUKS, to hang oneself for a lady is no smaJl compli- 
ment to her attractions, and, perhaps, Mrs. Bluebeard 
was rather disappointed at the notion that the hanging 
was not a hondfidt strangulation. 

However, presently her nerves were excited again ; 
and she was consoled or horrified, as the case may be 
(the reader must settle the point according to his ideas 
and knowledge of womankind) — she was at any rate 
dreadfully excited by the receipt of a billet in the vrell* 
known clerk-like hand of Mr. Sly. It ran thus ; — 

' t Mw yoa through your dining-room windows. Yoa 
were hobnobbing with Captain Blackbeard. You looked rosy 
and well. You smiled. You drank of the champagne at > 
■ingje draught. 

' I can bear it no more. Live on, smile on, and be happy. 
My ghost shall repine, peihxpi, at your happiness witfa 
another — but in life I should go mad were I to witness it. 

' It b best that I should be gone. 

' When you receive this, tell my uncle to drag the fish- 
pond at the end of Bachelor's Acre. His black servant ' 
Sambo accompanies me, it is true. But Sambo shall perish 
with ran shouiii bis obstinacy vcriiure 10 restrain me from my 
purpose. I know the poor fellow's honesty well, but I al^o 
know my own despair. 

' Sambo will leave a wife and seven children. Be kind 10 
those orphan mulattocs for the sake of Fredbrick".' 

The widow gave a dreadful shriek, and interrupted 
the two Captains, who were each just in the act oi 
swaliowinga bumper of claret. 'Fly — ^fly — save him,' 
she screamed ; 'save him, monsters, ere it is too late! 

Drowned ! — Frederick ! — Bachelor's Wa ' Syncope 

took place, and the rest of the sentence was interrupted. 

Deucedly disappointed at being obliged to give up 
their wine, the two heroes seized their cocked -hats, and 
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«i^ent towards the spot which the widow in her wild 
exclamations of despair had sufficiently designated. 

T^rippet was for running to the fish-pond at the rate 
of ten miles an hour. * Take it easy, my good fellow,* 
said Captain Blackbeard ; < running is imwholesome 
after dinner. And if that squinting scoundrel of a 
laviryer does drown himself, I shan't sleep any the worse.' 
So the two gentlemen walked very leisurely on towards 
the Bachelor's Walk ; and, indeed, seeing on their way 
thither Major Macabaw looking out of the window at 
his quarters and smoking a cigar, theywent upstairs to 
consult the Major, as also a bottle of Schiedam he had. 

* They come not ! ' said the widow, when restored to 
herself. * O heavens ! grant that Frederick is safe ! 
Sister Anne, go up to the leads and look if anybody is 
coming.' And up, accordingly, to the garrets sister 
Anne mounted. ^ Do you see anybody coming, sister 
Anne ? ' 

* I see Doctor Drench's little boy,' said sister Anne.; 
^ he is leaving a pill and draught at Miss Molly Grub's.' 

* Dearest sister Anne, don't you see any one coming ? ' 
shouted the widow once again. 

< I see a flock of dust, — no ! a cloud of sheep. Psha ! 
I see the London coach coming in. There are three 
outsides, and the guard has flung a parcel to Mrs. 
Jenkins's maid.' 

< Distraction ! Look once more, sister Anne.' 

* I see a crowd — a shutter — z, shutter with a man on 
it — a beadle— forty little boys — Gracious goodness ! what 
can it be ? ' and downstairs tumbled sister Anne, and was 
looking out of the parlour-window by her sister's side, 
when the crowd she had perceived from the garret passed 
close by them. 

At the head walked the beadle, slashing about at the 
little boys. 

Two scores of these followed and surrounded. 
A SHUTTER carried by four men. 
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On a shutter bijr Frederick ! He was ghastly pale ; his 
hair was draggled over his £u:e ; his clothes stuck tight 
to him on account of the wet ; streams of water gurgled 
down the shutter sides. But he was not dead ! He turned 
one eye round towards the window where Mrs. Bluebeard 
sat, and gave her a look which she never could forget.' 

Sambo brought up the rear of the procession. He 
was quite wet through ; and, if anything would have put 
hb hair out of curl, his ducking would have done so. 
But, as he was not a gentleman, he was allowed to walk 
home on foot, and, as he passed the widow's window, he 
gave her one dreadful glance with his goggling black eyes, 
and moved on pointing with his hands to the shutter. 

John Thomas, the footman, was instantly despatched 
to Doctor Sly's to have news of the patient. There 
was no shilly-shallying now. He came back in half-an- 
hour to say that Mr. Frederick flung himself into 
Bachelor's Acre fish-pond with Sambo, had been dragged 
out with difficulty, had been put to bed, and had a pint 
of white wine whey, and was pretty comfortable. 
' Thank Heaven I ' said the widow, and gave John 
Thomas a seven-shilling piece, and sat down with a 
lightened heart to tea. ^ What a heart 1 ' said she to 
sister Anne. ' And, oh, what a pity it is that he squints ! ' 

Here the two Captains arrived. They had not been 
to the Bachelor's Walk ; they had remained at Major 
Macabaw's consulting the Schiedam. They had made 
up their minds what to say. Hang the fellow I he will 
never have the pluck to drown himself,' said Captain 
Blackbeard. ' Let us argue on that, as we may safely.' 

' My sweet lady,' said he accordingly, ' we have had 
the pond dragged. No Mr. Sly. And the fisherman 
who keeps the punt assures us that he has not been there 
all day.' 

* Audacious falsehood I ' said the widow, her eyes 
flashing fire* ' Go, heartless man I who dares to trifle 
thus with the feelings of a respectable and unprotected 
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woman. Go, sir, you're only fit for the love of a — 
Dolly — Coddlins I ' She pronounced the Coddlins with a 
withering sarcasm that struck the Captain aghast ; and 
sailing out of the room, she left her tea untasted, and did 
not wish either of the military gentlemen good-night« 
But, gentles, an ye know the delicate fibre of woman's 
heart, ye will not in very sooth believe that such events 
as those we have described — such tempests of passion — 
fierce winds of woe — blinding lightnings of tremendous 
joy and tremendous grief— could pass over one frail flower 
and leave it all unscathed. No I Grief kills as joy doth. 
Doth not the scorching sun nip the rosebud as well as 
the bitter wind ? As Mrs. Sigourney sweetly sings — 

* Ah ! the heart is a soft and a delicate thing ; 
Ah ! the heart is a lute with a thrilling string ; 
A spirit that floats on a gossamer's wing ! ' 

Such was Fatima's heart. In a word, the preceding 
events had a powerful eflFect upon her nervous system, 
and she was ordered much quiet and saUvolatile by her 
skilful medical attendant. Doctor Glauber. 

To be so ardently, passionately loved as she was, to 
know that Frederick had twice plunged into death from 
attachment to her, was to awaken in her bosom < a 
thrilling string ' indeed I Could she witness such 
attachment, and not be touched by it ? She was 
touched by it — she was influenced by the virtues, by the 
passion, by the misfortunes of Frederick ; but then he 
was so abominably ugly that she could not— she could 
not consent to become his bride ! 

She told Doctor Sly so. ^ I respect and esteem your 
nephew,' said she ; ' but my resolve is made. I will con- 
tinue faithful to that blessed saint, whose monument is 
ever before my eyes' (she pointed to the churchyard as 
she spoke). * Leave this poor tortured heart in quiet. 
It has already suflFered more than most hearts could bear. 
I will repose under the shadow of that tomb until I am 



444 TALES 

<It didn't speak to me/ said the beadle; 'it only 
nodded its head and wagged its head and beard.' 

* W — w — was it a bl — ue beard?* said the widow. 

' Powder-blue, ma'am, as Pve a soul to save ! ' 

Doctor Drench was of course instantly sent for. But 
what are the medicaments of the apothecary in a case 
where the grave gives up its dead ? Doctor Sly arrived, 
and he offered ghostly — ah ! too ghostly — consolation. 
He said he believed in them. His own grandmother 
had appeared to his grandfather several times before he 
married again. He could not doubt that supernatural 
agencies were possible, even frequent. 

' Suppose he were to appear to me alone,' ejaculated 
the widow, ' I should die pf fright.' • 

The Doctor looked particularly arch. * The best way 
in these cases, my dear madam,' said he — ' the best way 
for unprotected ladies is to get a husband. I never heard 
of a first husband's ghost appearing to a woman and her 
second husband in my life. In all history there is no 
account of one.' 

' Ah ! why should I be afraid of seeing my Bluebeard 
again ? ' said the widow ; and the Doctor retired quite 
pleased, for the lady was evidently thinking of a second 
husband. 

' The Captain would be a better protector for me 
certainly than Mr. Sly,' thought the lady, with a sigh ; 
* but Mr. Sly will certainly kill himself, and will the 
Captain be a match for two ghosts ? Sly will kill him- 
self ; but ah ! the Captain won't ; ' and the widow 
thought with pangs of bitter mor.tification of Dolly 
Coddlins. How, how should these distracting circum- 
stances be brought to an end ? 

She retired to rest that night not without a tremor — 
to bed, but not to sleep. At midnight a voice was heard 
in her room crying 'Fatima! Fatima ! Fatima!' in 
awful accents. The doors banged to and fro, the bells 
began to ring, the maids went up and down stairs 
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skuriying and screaming, and gave warning in a body. 
John Thomas, as pale as death, declared that he found 
Bluebeard's yeomanry sword, that hung in the hall, 
drawn and on the ground ; and the sticking-plaster 
miniature in Mr. Bluebeard's bedroom was found turned 
topsy-turvy ! 

^ It is some trick,' said the obstinate and incredulous 
sister Anne. ^ To-night I will come and sleep with you, 
sister.' And the night came, and the sisters retired 
together. 

'Twas a wild night. The wind howling without 
went crashing through the old trees of the old rookery 
round about the old church. The long bedroom 
windows went thump— thumping ; the moon could be 
seen through them lighting up the graves with their 
ghastly shadows ; the yew-tree, cut into the shape of a 
bird, looked particularly dreadful, and bent and swayed 
as if it would peck something off that other yew-tree 
which was of the shape of a dumb-waiter. The bells at 
midnight began to ring as usual, the doors clapped, jingle, 
jingle down came a suit of armour in the hall, and a 
voice came and cried, * Fatima ! Fatima ! Fatima ! look, 
look, look ; the tomb, the tomb, the tomb ! ' 

She looked. The vault door was open ; and there in 
the moonlight stood Bluebeard, exactly as he was repre- 
sented in the picture in his yeomanry dress, his hce 
frightfully pale, and his great blue beard curling over his 
chest, as awful as Mr. Muntz's. 

Sister Anne saw the vision as well as Fatima. We 
shall spare the account of their terrors and screams. 
Strange to say, John Thomas, who slept in the attic 
above his mistress's bedroom, declared he was on the 
watch all night and had seen nothing in the churchyard, 
and heard no sort of voices in the house. 

And now the question came, What could the ghost 
want by appearing ? ' Is there anything,' exclaimed the 
unhappy and perplexed Fatima, ^ that he would have me 
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dot It is well to say *' Now, now, now," and to show 
himself; but what is it that makes tay blessed husband so 
uneasy in his grave ? ' And all parties consulted agreed 
that it was a very sensible question. 

John Thomas, the footman, whose excessive terror 
at the appearance of the ghost had procured him his 
mistress's confidence, advised Mr. Screw, the butler, 
who communicated with Mrs. Baggs, the housekeeper, 
who condescended to impart her observations to Mrs. 
Bustle, the lady's-maid — John Thomas, I say, decidedly 
advised that my lady should consult a cunning man. 
There was such a man in town ; he had prophesied who 
should marry his (John Thomas's) cousin ; he had cured 
Farmer Horn's cattle, which were evidently bewitched ; 
he could raise ghosts, and make them speak, and he 
therefore was the very person to be consulted in the 
present juncture. 

' What nonsense is this you have been talking to the 
maids, John Thomas, about the conjuror who lives in — 
in ' 

' In Hangman's Lane, ma'am, where the old gibbet 
used to stand,' replied John, who was bringing in the 
muffins. ^It's no nonsense, my lady. Every word as 
that man says comes true, and he knows everything.' 

* I desire you will not frighten the girls in the 
servants' hall with any of those silly stories,' said the 
widow ; and the meaning of this speech may, of course, 
at once be guessed. It was that the widow meant to 
consult the conjuror that very night. Sister Anne said 
that she would never, under such circumstances, desert 
her dear Fatima. John Thomas was summoned to 
attend the ladies with a dark lantern, and forth they set 
on their perilous visit to the conjuror at his dreadful 
abode in Hangman's Lane. 

• ••••• » 

What took place at that frightful interview has never 
been entirely known. But there was no disturbance in 
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tlie house on the night after. The bells slept quietly, 
the doors did not bang in the least, twelve o'clock struck 
and no ghost appeared in the churchyard, and the whole 
fauaaily had a quiet night. The widow attributed this to 
a sprig of rosemary which the wizard gave her, and a 
horseshoe which she flung into the garden round the 
fomily vault, and which would keep any ghost quiet. 

It happened the next day that, going to her milliner's, 
sister Anne met a gentleman who has been before 
mentioned in this story. Ensign Trippet by name ; and, 
indeed, if the truth must be known, it somehow 
happened that she met the Ensign somewhere every 
day of the week. 

^ What news of the ghost, my dearest Miss 
Shacabac i ' said he (you may guess on what terms 
the two young people were by the manner in which 
Nlr. Trippet addressed the lady) ; ^ has Bluebeard's 
ghost frightened your sister into any more fits, or set 
the bells a-ringing i ' 

Sister Anne, with a very grave air, told him that he 
must not joke on so awful a subject ; that the ghost had 
been laid for awhile ; that a cunning man had told her 
sister things so wonderful that any man must believe in 
them; that, among other things, he had shown to 
Fatima her future husband. 

< Had,' said the Ensign, ^ he black whiskers and a red 
coat ? ' 

' No,' answered Anne, with a sigh, ^ he had red 
whiskers and a black coat.' 

' It can't be that rascal Sly ? ' cried the Ensign. But 
Anne only sighed more deeply, and would not answer 
yes or no. ^ You may tell the poor Captain,' she said, 
* there is no hope for him, and all he has left is to hang 
himself.' 

' He shall cut the throat of Sly first, though,' replied 
Mr. Trippet fiercely. But Anne said things were not 
decided as yet. Fatima was exceedingly restive and 
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unwilling to acquiesce in the idea of being married to 
Mr. Sly ; she had tasked for further authority. The 
wizard said he could bring her own husband from the 
grave to point out her second bridegroom, who shall be, 
can be, must be, no other than Frederick Sly. 

'It's a trick,' said the Ensign. But Anne was too 
much frightened by the preceding evening's occurrences 
to say sa ' To-night,' she said, ' the grave will tell all.' 
And she left Ensign Trippet in a very solemn and affect- 
ing way. 

....... 

At midnight three figures were seen to issue from 
widow Bluebeard's house and pass through the church- 
yard turnstile and so away among the graves. 

' To call up a ghost is bad enough,' said the wizard ; 
' to make him speak is awful. I recommend you, ma'am, 
to beware, for such curiosity has been fatal to many. 
There was one Arabian necromancer of my acquaintance 
who tried to make a ghost speak, and was torn in pieces 
on the spot. There was another person who did hear a 
ghost speak certainly, but came away from the interview 
deaf and dumb. There was another ' 

'Never mind,' says Mrs. Bluebeard, all her old 
curiosity aroused, ' see him and hear him I will. Haven't 
I seen him and heard him, too, already ? When he's 
audible and visible, then^s the time.' 

* But when you heard him,' said the necromancer, ' he 
was invisible, and when you saw him he was inaudible ; 
so make up your mind what you will ask him, for 
ghosts will stand no shillyshallying. I knew a stuttering 
man who was flung down by a ghost, and ' 

* I have made up my mind,' said Fatima, interrupting 
him. 

' To ask him what husband you shall take,' whispered 
Anne. 

Fatima only turned red, and sister Anne squeezed her 
hand ; they passed into the graveyard in silence. 
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There was no moon ; the night was pitch--dark. 
Xhey threaded their way through the graves, stumbling 
over them here and there. An owl was too-whooing 
from the church tower, a dog was howling somewhere, 
a cock began to crow, as they will sometimes at twelve 
o'clock at night. 

^Make haste,' said the wizard. * Decide whether 
you will go on or not.' 

^ Let us go back, sister,' said Anne. 
'I will go on,' said Fatima. 'I should die if I gave it 
up, I feel I should.' 

^ Here's the gate ; kneel down,' said the wizard. The 
^vomen knelt down. 

^Will you see your first husband or your second 
husband ?' 

' I will see Bluebeard first,' said the widow ; ^ I shall 
know then whether this be a mockery, or you have the 
power you pretend to.' 

At this the wizard uttered an incantation, so frightful 
and of such incomprehensible words, that it is impossible 
for any mortal to repeat them ; and at the end of what 
seemed to be a versicle of his chant he called ^ Bluebeard !' 
There was no noise but the moaning of the wind in the 
trees, and too-whooing of the owl in the tower. 

At the end of the second verse he paused again and 
called ^ Bluebeard ! ' The cock began to crow, the 
dog began to howl, a watchman in the town began to 
cry out the hour, and there came from the vault within 
a hollow groan, and a dreadfid voice said, ^ Who wants 
mc ? ' 

Kneeling in front of the tomb, the necromancer 
began the third verse : as he spoke, the former phenomena 
were still to be remarked. As he continued a number 
of ghosts rose from their graves and advanced round the 
kneeling figures in a circle. As he concluded, with a 
loud bang the door of the vault flew open, and there in 
blue light stood Bluebeard in his blue uniform, waving 
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his blue sword and flashing his blue eyes round 
about ! 

* Speak now, or you are lost,' said the necromancer to 
Fatima. But, for the first time in her life, she had not 
a word to say* Sister Anne, too, was dumb with terror. 
And, as the awfiil figure advanced towards them as they 
were kneeling, the sister thought all was over with them, 
and Fatima once more had occasion to repent her fatal 
curiosity. 

The figure advanced, saying, in dreadful accents, 
' Fatima ! Fatima ! Fatima ! wherefore am I called from 
my grave ? ' when all of a sudden down dropped his 
sword, down the ghost of Bluebeard went on his knees, 
and, clasping his hands together, roared out, * Mercy, 
mercy ! ' as loud as man could roar. 

Six other ghosts stood round the kneeling group. 

* Why do you call me from the tomb ? * said the first. 

* Who dares disturb my grave ? * said the second. ^ Seize 
him and away with him!' cried the third. ^Murder, 
mercy I ' still roared the ghost of Bluebeard, as the white- 
robed spirits advanced and caught hold of him. 

* It's only Tom Trippet,' said a voice at Anne's ear. 

* And your very humble servant,' said a voice well- 
known to Mrs. Bluebeard ; and they helped the ladies to 
rise, while the other ghosts seized Bluebeard. The 
necromancer took to his heels and got off ; he was found 
to be no other than Mr. Claptrap, the manager of the 
theatre. 

It was some time before the ghost of Bluebeard could 
recover from the fainting fit into which he had been 
plunged when seized by the opposition ghosts in white ; 
and while they were ducking him at the pump his blue 
beard came o% and he was discovered to be — who do you 
think ? Why, Mr. Sly, to be sure ; and it appears that 
John Thomas, the footman, had lent him the uniform, 
and had clapped the doors, and rung the bells, and spoken 
down the chimney 5 and it was Mr. Claptrap who gave 
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M.T. Sly the blue fire and the theatre gong, and he went 
to London next morning by the coach ; and, as it was 
discovered that the story concerning Miss Coddlins was 
a shameful calumny, why, of course, the widow married 
Captain Blackbeard. Doctor Sly married them, and has 
al^^ays declared that he knew nothing of his nephew's 
doings, and wondered that he has not tried to commit 
suicide since his last disappointment. 

Mr. and Mrs. Trippet are likewise living happily 
together, and this, I am given to understand, is the 
ultimate fate of a family in whom we were all very much 
interested in early life. 

You will say that the story is not probable. Psha ! 
Isn't it written in a book ? and is it a whit less probable 
than the first part of the tale ? 



THE END 
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